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ADVERTISEMENT. 


be Gin PuBxisHER takes this Opportunity of 
gratefully acknowledging the generous en- 
couragement with which this undertaking has alrea+ 
dy been honoured ; afd at the fame time begs leave 
to affure the Pusxiic, that-it fhall be his particular 
' care, not only to fulfil his prefent engagement, as 
ftated in ‘the following Propofals, but alfo to em- 
. brace every opportunity of improving the work $ 
_ he will, therefore, thankfully receive, and attend 
to, any judicious obfervadtions that he may be fa» 
voured with for that purpofe, 


DESIGN or raz WORK. 


Owe Numer (containing a complete Play) 
will be publifhed every Saturday, till ‘the whole is 
_ coinpleted, at 6d each. ; 
A Frew Coprés will be printed for the curious, 
on large Royal Paper, and contain proof impref= 

- fions of the prints, at one fhilling each number. 
A 2 Eacw 
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Eacu of the fizes will bind up uniform with 
“Bell’s Edition of Shakefpeare, and when finifhed, 
will form a complete Dramatic Library. 

Tue First Numser was publithed, on Sattar 
day, May 4th, 1770. 


“~ A Votume of the moft celebrated ENGLISH. 
TRAGEDIES and COMEDIES * (exclufive’ of 
SHAKESPEARE?’s, which may be had feparate) 
will be compleated ‘alidontetly wots --With every 
fifth Play will be given a general Title’ and a 
beautiful Vignette, adapted to the. fubje& “of the 
Volume, by one of the firft Artifts in Great Bri- 
_ tain.---Each, Play will be embellifhed withiat» leaft , 
one lively Dramatic CHARACTER, painted 
‘from the life, by Permiffion, on purpofe for this 
work only, and executed by the beft Engravers im 
London, 


Tue Pays are printed from the moft approved 
copies, with the laft emendations; the paflages 
omitted at the Theatres are’ diftinguifhed by in- 
verted Commas, thus, ¢ ’; and thofe which are 
added in the performance are printed in Italics 3 
fo that claffical, theatrical, and general readers, may 
be equally gratified, and the merits of each re- | 

fpetive ” 
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_fpe€tive Author be handed down to pofterity with 
_ the utmoft degree of reputation. 


Ar the end of the year will be printed one Vo- 
lume, confifting of an InpEx of the CHarac- 
TERS, SENTIMENTS, SIMILIES, SPEECHES, and 
DescRiPTions contained in the preceding Vo- 
lumés of the BririsH THEATRE.---And, in the 

_ courfe of the Work will be publifhed another Vo- 
lume, containing the Lives of the DIFFERENT 
_ AuTHORs whofe works compofe this publication, 
with a PorTRAIT of each, finely engraved, from 
pictures of the beftiauthority ; including alfo, an 
“Historicat Account of the Rise and Pro- 
cress of the Enciisu STacE, from its earlieft 
beginning to the prefent time. 


Advantages peculiar to this Publication. 
I. THE EsTABLISHED sTERLING MERIT 
which compofes the literary part of this Work, is 

‘very different from the matter of other periodical. 
publications, the prefent has long been confidered 

as, the ornament of literature, and the ftock of 
-Englifh entertainment, 

Il. Tue TEpiovs delay attendant on periodical, 
| publications will not be here felt ; each Volume, 

even 


f4 ] 
even each Play, being a complete and defirable 
work by itfelf, a Subfcriber may difcontinue at 
Pleafure, without lofs or inconvenience, without 
breaking the chain of his. reading; or retaming’ an 
imperfect work.. ; ’ 


ur. ‘A SuBsCRIBER may render himfelf maf. 
ter of the Drama-of his CounTRy, at periodical 
leifure, and digeft its beauties with convenient: aes 
‘beration. (aad YAP 


_ JV. Tie Exrence, as: wellias the mode‘ of 
publication, is adapted-to: different pockets and ‘dif- 

pofitions=+--Eiepant copies being printed’ for théfe’ 
who prefer them, and the reft not more bxpentiys ave 

than the very worit of other editions. 


Vv. Ir has, ftom ulti been. lamented,, that the 
graces of the actor lived no Jonger than the Atti- 
tude, Breath, and Motion that prefented ‘them.--- 
Pi@ure aloné can afford any remedy to this ‘onhap- 
py circumftance. The animated figures accompa- 
nying the Drama, will aid the audiences of the pre+ 
fent excellent performers to recall at any time ‘du- 
ring life, the pleafures they have received. ---What 
valué would the public now put upon fuch a lively: 
4 record of Betterton, Cibber, &c. ie. the delight « of 
"heir forefathers 1---The Publifher, therefore, cans 
not 

\ 


a aa | 

not help fondly imagining that the work now pro- 
pofed. will grow.in value with the prefent age, and 
gratify the juft curiofity of thofe to come; efpeci- 
ally as he propofes to introduce occafionally, the 
PorTRAITs of EMINENT AcToRs who have 
been diftinguifhed for their excellence in principal 
charaéters within the prefent century; for this de- 
firable department, the affiftance of good Pictures 
or prints applicable to the fubjetts, will be thank- 
fully received. _ 


A List or Susscrigers to’this work will be 
printed, gratis, if their names are fent in time 
enough to the publifher, 


[6 ] 
TbO THE PUBLIC: 
Ttis at prefent neceffary, that the encourages of 
_ the BRITISH THEATRE fhould be particular in 
ordering BELL’s Edition of each Number, and in 
obferving that they are ferved with the right fort, _as 
feveral interefted Bookfellers, aétuated by. felfith. 
motives, have alr eady employed every engine w ith>- 
in their power, to injure the reputation, and fuppr ets. 
the circulation of this Edition; not only by giving 
falfe accounts both in public» and private, but alfo 
_ whenever an.opportunity offers, by impofing falfe_ 
“copies on the purchafer, and generally refufing _ to. 
fell Bell’s Edition on any account: nay, they have 

even gone fo far as to copy the orignal Advertife- 
ment for this Work, and nearly the Title Page, in 
order that may obtrude their own futile productions 
with lefs fafpicion, when the above may be wanted. 
---The firft part of their condué will be put to con- 
fufion by a fight of this genuineWork, the purchafe- 
‘money for which will be returned ifit is not approv- 
ed andadmired. As to the latter part, it yet re~. 
mains to be determined, whether the public at large 
- will yield to thefe bafe attempts, and patiently ac- 
cépt what the bookfellers are pleafed to impofe, or 
Whether there will be fpirit enough abroad, to en- 
courage the prefent work, wherein neither expen- 
five elegance, or attentive correatnefs will be want- 
ing to render it a valuable library. 
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To his Rovayr Hicuness the 


oe . 
ek ok Ne GE. 
eer . . 
oY Si eee, saan! 
RITERS, who mean no int’reft, but their art’s; 
Of independing minds and fteadfaft hearts,. 
Difclaiming hopes, will empty forms neglect; 
Nor need permiflion—to addrefs refpect. 
Frank as the manly faith of ancient time, 
Let truth, for once, approach the great in rhime!! 
Nor public benefit, mifguided, ftray, 
Becaufe a private wither points its way. 
If wond’ring, here your greatnefs condefcends 
To afk, what’s he who thus, uncall’d, attends > 
Smile ata fuitor, who in courts untrac’d, 
Pleas’d, if o’erlook’d, thus owns his humble tafte.—= 
Vow’d an unenvier of the bufy great ;: 
Too plain for flatt’ry ;. and, too calm for hate: 
Hid to be happy; who furveys, unknown, 
The pow’rlefs cottage, and the peacelefs throne 5. _ 
A filent fubjeé&t to his own controls,” ; 
Of active paffions, but unyielding foul ; 
_Engrofs’d by no. purfuits, amus’d by all ;; 
But deaf, as adders, toambition’s call: 
Too free for pow’r (or prejudice) to win,. 
And fafely lodging liberty within. 
Pardon, great prince, th’ unfafhionable ftrain,.~ 
‘That fhuns to dedicate, nor feeks to gain: 
That (felf-refigning) knows no narrow view ; 
‘And, but for public bleffings, courts ev’n you !. 
Late, a bold tracer of your meafur’d mind, 
(Whilé, by the mournful fcene, to grief inclin’d) 
I faw your eloquence of eyes confefs 
Soft fenfe of Belvidera’s deep diftrefs, 
Prophetic, thence, fore-deem’d the rifing years ; 
_ And hail’d a happy nation, in your tears ! 
Oh!—nobly touch’d!—th’ infpiring pleafure chufe, 
Snatch from the fable wave the finking mufe ! 
Charming, be charm’d! the ftage’s anguifh heal: 
_ And teach a languid people how to feel. . . 
AZ _ Then 


? 


tape 


. (Yard: 
Then her full foul fhall tragic power impart, 
And reach three kingdoms in their prince’s heart ! 
Lightnefs difclaim’d hall bluth itfelf away, 
And reas’ning fenfe refume forgotten fway ; 
Love, courage, loyalty, tafte, honour, truth, 
Flath’d from the fcene, re-charm our lifVning youth ; 
And virtues (by your influence form’d) fuftain 
The future glories of their founder’s reign. 
Nor let due care of a protected ftage, 
Misjudg’d amufement, but fpare hours engage: ~ 
Strong ferious truths the manly mufe difplays, 
And leads charm’d reafon through thofe flow’ry ways, 
_ While hiftory’s cold care but facts enrols, s 
‘The mufe (perfuafive) faves the pictur’d fouls! 
‘Beyond all Egypt’s gums, embalms mankind : 
And ftamps the living features of the mind. 
Time can eject the fons of pow’r from fame, 
And he who gains a'world may lofe his name: 
But cherith’d arts infure immortal breath, 
And bid their prop’d defenders tread on death! | 
Look back, lov’d prince, on ages funk in fhade,. 
And feel what darknefs abfent genius made! : 
Think on the dead fore-fillers of your place! 
‘Think.on the ftern firft founders of your race ! 
And, where loft ftory fleeps in filent night, 
Charge to their want of tafte, their want of light. 
When, in your rifing grove, (no converfe nigh) 
Black Edward’s awful buft demands youreye, _ ; 
Think from what caufe blind chronicles defame 
The grofs-told tow’rings of that dreadful name ! 
Search him thro’ fancy: and fuppofe him, fhown 
By the long glories, to the mufes known, 
Shining, difclos’d ;—o’ertrampling death’s control, 
And opening, backward, all his depth of foul! _ 
Then—breathe a confcious figh, to mourn his fate, 
_ Who form’d no writers, like his {pirit, great, 
To limn-his living thoughts —— paft fame renew ; 
And build him honours, they referve for you! 
lam, with profound refpect, 
IR, eee 
Your Rovat Hicuness’s, 
Mof humble and obedient fervant. 
; ‘ A. HILL, 


COMT:C'C Ho Rug. 4 


OR, 
Sa Bn Onin G8 Bike OS w an 


Defigned to be. fung between the Ads of ZARA, 


Poke 


MMPS OL. .O>..G+. ane 
By Mr. Beard, azd Mrs. Clive, from oppofite entrances.’ 


She. QO, Sir—you're a man of your word. 
He. Who would break it, when fummon’d by you ? 
She, Very fine that---but pray have you heard, . 
What it is you are fummon'd to do? / 
He. Not @ word---but expected to fee 
Something new in the mufical way. . 
She. Why, this author has caft you and me, 
As a Prologue, it feems, to his play. - 
He. What then.is its tuneful name, 
; Robinhood of the Greenwood tree ?: 
Or what good old ballad of fame. 
Has he built into tra-ge-dy ? 
She. Tho he rails againft fongs, he thought fit, 
Moft gravely. to urge and implore us, . 
In.aid of his tragical wit, . 
To erect ourfelves into a chorus 2 {Laughing. 
He. . 4 chorus! what's that---a compofiig, 
Of groans, to the raats of his madnefs2 - 
A3 She, 


eeeR id 
She. No---he hinders the boxes from doxingy 
5 By mixing Jome [pirit with fadnefs. 
He. So then---tis our taf, I fuppofe, 
; To fing fober fenfe into relifo. 
Strike up, at each tragical clofe, 
And unheeded moral embellifp. N Be 
She. ’Lavas the cuffom, ye know, once in Greece, 
And if here ’tis not witty, *tis new. 
He. Well then, when you find an ad ceafe, 
[ Turning to the boxes. 


% Tremble ladies 
She. And, gentlemen, ico [To the men. 
Ef I give not the beaux good advice, . [ Merrily. 
pee Let me dwindle to recitative ! d 
He. Nor will I to the belles be more nice, 
When I catch ’em, but here, to receive, 
She. If there's ought to be learnt from the play, 
; I foall fit in a nook, here, behind, 
Popping out in the good ancient way, 
Now and then, with a piece of my.minds 
He. But fuppofe, that no moral Show d rife, 
Worth the ears of the brave-or tha fair ? 
She. Why, we'll then give the qword---and advife——s 
Face about, and fiand all as ye Weres 


ate ig 
After the Firt ACT. 


Song in duct. © 


He, HE fultan’s a bridegroom—the fases are fet 
4 free, 
And none mutt prefume to wear fetters but he ! 
Before honey-moon, 
Love’s fiddle’s in tune ; 
So we think (filly fouls!) ’tis always to be: 
For the man that is blind—how fhou’d he forefee ! 
She. I hate thefe hot blades, who fo fiercely begin 5 
To baulk a rais’d hope is a cowardly fin ! 
The maid that is wife, let her always procure 
Rather a grave than a fpirited. woer : 
What fhe lofés at breakfaft at fupper fhe’ll wins. 
But your amorous violence never endures : 
For to dance without doors 
Is the way to be weary, before we get in.. 
He. Pray how does it happen, that paffion fo gay,. 
Blooms, fades, and : lls away, 
Like the rofe of this morn, that at-night muft decay ? 
Woman, L[ fear, 
Does one thing appear, 
But is found quite another, when look’d on too near,. 
Shee Ah—no— 
Not— fo— 
"Tis the fault of you men, who, with flames of defire 
Set your palates on fire, , 
_And‘dream not, that eating—will appetite tire ; 
‘So refolve in your heat, 
To do nothing, but eat, 
Till, alas! ona fudden,---you fleep o’er your meat! 
Therefore, learn, O ye fair !- 
He. And, you lovers, take care—— 
She. That you truft not before hand——_ 
He, That you truft not at all. 
She. Man was born to deceive. 
He.. Woman form’d to believe. 
Both. Trutt not one of us all! 
For to ftand on fure ground is the way not to fall. 


3 After 


foe 
After the Second AC T.. 
Mrs. Clive (ola) to, a flute... 


ey 

H, jealoufy ! thou-bane of bleeding love.!: 

Ah, how unhappy we! 
Doom’d by the partial powers above, . 

Eternal flaves.to thee ! 
Not more unftaid than lover’s hearts, the wind ! 
This moment dying---and the next unkind. 
Ah! wavering, weak defires.of frail mankind!‘ 
With pleading paffion ever to purfue, , 
Yet triumph, only to undo... 


2-. 
Go to the deeps, below, thou joylefs fiend, 
And never rife:again to fow.defpair ! 
Nor you, ye heedlefs fair, occafions lend, | 
To blaft your blooming’ hopes, and bring on. cares, 
Never conclude your innocence. fecure, | 
Prudence alone: makes love endure... ’ 
[As fhe is going off, he meets her and pulls her- backs . 
detaining ber, while he fings what follows. . 
He. Ever, ever, doubt the fair in forrow, 
Mourning, as if they felt compaffion ;- 
Yet what they weep for to-day---to-~morrow, . 
They'll be firft to laugh into fafhion.. 
None are betray’d, if they truft not the charmer $j 
Jealoufy guards the’ weak from falling ; 
Wou'd you never catch---you muft oft alarm her 
Hearts to deceive 1s a Woman’s calling. 
(After the Jong he lets: her go, and’ they join in duet. . 
She. Come; let us be’ friends, and no: longer abufe,. i 
condemn, and ‘accufe, . 
each other. 
- He, Wou’d you have us agree, you muft fairy conte, i 
the love we carefs. 
we-{mother.- 
She, 1am loth to think that—— ' 
He. Yet, you sco it is true >: 


Shee Well,---what. if I do, . 
no matter. 


He, Cou’d you teach us a way to loveon, without ia $? 
Ce - 


bioed 


Ske. Suit the firft part of life 
to the latter. 
He. *Tis an honett advice; for when love is new blown, 
-. ~ gay colours are fhown, 
too glaring. 
; She. Then alas, for poor wives !---comes a bluft’ring day, 
and blows ’em away, 
moft fearing ! 


After the Third AC T, 


By Mr. Beard alone. 
ARK, Oh, ye beauties ! gay, and youngs 
Mark the painful woes and weeping, 
‘That from fore’d concealment {prung, 
Punifh the fin of fecret-keeping. 
Tell then---nor veil a willing heart, 
_ When the lover, lov’d, alarms it ; 
But---to footh the pleafing fmart, 
; Whitper the glowing with that warms it, 
She that would ce the gentle flame, - 
Does but teach her hope to languihh ; 
She that boldly tells her aim, 
Flies from the path that leads to anguith, 
Not that too far your truft {hou’d go ; 
All that you fay---to all difeover ; : 
All, that you do— but two fhould know, 
_ One of ’em you, and one your lover. 
[She meets him going of. 
She. Ah! man, thou wert always a traitor, 
Thou giv’ ft thy advice to betray ; 
- Ah! form’d for a rover by nature, 
Thou leader of love the wrong way. 
Wou’d women. let women advife them 
They could not fo eafily ftray, 
*Tis  trufting to lovers fupplies ’em 
With will and excufe to betray. 
She’s fafe, who in guard of her paffion, . 
Far, far, from confeffing her pain, 
Keeps filence, in fpight of the fafhion, 
Nor fuffers her eyes to explain, 
’ After 


if “10 he 
After the Fourth AC T. 


Duet. 


She. ELL, what do you thnk——of thefe for- 
rows and j joys, 
Thefe calms and thefe whirlwinds---this filence and noife? 
Which love, in the bofom. of man, employs ? 
He, For my part, would lovers be govern’d by me, 
Not one of you women fo wifh’d-for fhou’d be, 
Since here we a proof of your mifchief fee. 
She. Why, what would you do, to efcape the diftrefs # 
He. I wou’d do--J-wou'd do-- by my. foul I can’t pean 
She Poorwretch, by my foul, I imagin’d no lefs. 
Come, come,---let me tell you, thefe tempefts of love,, 
Did but blow up defire, it’s \brifknefs to prove, 


_ Which elfe wou’d---you know---too lazily moves 


Were women, like logs---of a make to lie ftill, 


Men wou’d fleep and grow dull---but our abfolute will 


Sets life all a whirling, like wheels in a mill. 
He. Ambition in woman, like valourin man,. 
Tempts danger---from which they'd be fafe if they ran ¢: 


And once get’em in---get ’em out how you can. 


She. Pray, what will you give me to teach you itn 
trick, 
To keep your wife pleas’d, either healthy or fick 2 
He. ‘The man who hits that, fure, muft touch to the: 
quick ! 
"She. Learn this---and depend. on a life without pain,, 
Say nothing to vex her, yet let her complain ;. 4s 
Submit to your fate,---and difturb not her reign : 


- Be mop’d' when fhe’s fad---and be:pleas’d when he’s Says. 


Believe her, and truft her---and give her---her way : 
For want of this rule---there’s the devil to:pay. _ 
Bath, For want of this rule---there’s the devil.to pays. 


PRO -L 0 (G40 f, 
Written by COLLEY CIBBER, Eq; 
_ Spoken by Mr. Cibber, 


TH E French, howe’er mercurial they may fee, 
Extinguifh half their fire, by critic phlegm: 
While Englifh writers nature's freedom claint, 
And warm their fcenes with an ungovern'd flames 
Tis firange that nature never fhould infpire 
A Racine’s judgment with a Shakefpear’s fire ! 
Howe’er, to-night-- (to promife much «e’re loth) 
But---you ve achance to have a tafte of both. 
From Englifh plays, Zara’s French author fird, 
Confe/s'd bis mufe beyond herfelf infpir'd ; 
From rack'd Othello’s rage, he rais'd his fiyle, 
And fnatch'd the brand that lights this tragic pile. 
Zara’s fuccefs his uimoft hopes outflew, 
And a twice twentieth weeping-audience drew. 
As for our Englifh friend, he leaves to you, 
Whate’er may feem to his performance due ; 
No views of gain bis hopes or fears engage, 
He gives a child of leifure to the fiage : 
Willing to iry, if yet forfaken nature 
Can charm with any one remember’d feature. 
Thus far the author fpeaks---but now the player, 
With trembling heart, prefers his humble prayers 
Lo-night, the greateft venture of my life, 
Ls loft or fav'd, as you receive---a wife, 
If time, you think, may ripen ber to merit, - 
With gentle fmiles fupport her wav'ring {pirite 
Zara, in France, at once an adtrefs rais'd, 
Warm’ d into frill by being kindly praisd: 
O ! coud fuch wonders here from favour flow, 
How would our Zara’s heart with tranfport glow ! 
But foe, alas, by jufter fears opprefs'd, 
Begs but your bare endurance at the beft. 
Her unfkill'd tongue would fimple nature fpeak, — 
Nor dares her bounds, for falfe applaufes, break. 
Amidft a thoufand faults, her beft pretence 
Lo pleafe---is unprefuming innocences 


When 


12 Be Oy 0 PG Ur rae 
When a chafte hearts diftrefs your grief demands, 
One filent tear outweighs a thoufand hands. 


If foe conveys the pleafing paffions right, 
Guard and fupport her this decifive night ; 


Tf fhe scrap or finds her firength too fmall, i” 
Let interpofing pity break her fall. ' 
In you it Ht to fave her, or defiroy, 
Lf Joe draws tears from J ‘you, I a da a 
_ es by % ” 
DRAMATIS PERSONAE 
ME. the 
; Covent-garden, _ Drury-Lanes 
Ofman, fulian of 
. Ferufalem -- - Mr. Aickin ‘» Mr, Reddithy 
Lufignan, laf of wire) 
the blood of the mit 4 
chriftian st ' 
* of Ferufalem~ + Mr, Barry... _. Mr. Garrick. 
Nereftan, Mr cae Mr. Brereton, 
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Melidor, a7 officer. 
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Selima, Mrs, Mattocks, Mifs Sherry. 

Saves to the Ce * PS 

Sultan, SE hol 
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Zara and Selima. 


» SELIMA. 
T moves my wonder, young and beautcous Zara, 
[ Whence thefe new fentiments infpire-your heart ! 
Your peace of mind increafes with your charms ; 
[ears now no longer fhade your eyes foft luftre : 
You meditate no more thefe happy climes 
fo which ‘Nereftan will return to guide you. 
(ou talk no more of that gay nation, now, 
Vhere men adore their Wives, and woman’s powet 
Draws rev’rence from a polifh’d people’s foftnefs : 
Their hufbands’ equals, and their lovers’ queens ! 
‘ree without feandal ; ‘wife without reftraint ; 
Their virtue due to nature, not to fear.’ 
Vhy have you ceas’d to with this RA Py changes ? 
\ tia? d feraglio!---fad, unfocial life ! : 
scorn’d, and a flave ! All this has loft its terror ; 
And Syria rivals, now, the banks of Seine ! 
Zara. Joys which we do not know, we do not vith 
My fate’s bound in by Sion’s facred wall : gee 
los’d from my infancy within this palace, a 
Suftom has learnt, from time, the power to pleave. 3 
claim no fhare in the remoter world,» vii a. 
Che fultan’s roperty, his will 1 my law 3 fe ee 
Jnknowing alt but him, his power, his fame s. 
Vo live his fubject is my only hope, 
\ll elfe, an empty dream,----- ” 
Sel, Have you forgot a 
\bfent Nereitan then ? Whofe gen *rous friendthip 
0 nobly vow’d redemption from your chains ! 
Tow it have you admir‘d his dauntlefs foul ! 
B 


¢ 
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Ofman, his conqu’ror, by his courage charm’d, 
Trufted his faith, and on his word releas’d him:’ ©. = - 
Tho’ not retura’d in time-+--we yet expect him. 99" 
Nor had his noble joursiéy other motive, veers 
Than to‘procure our ranfom.--~-And is this, 
This dear, warm hope, become an idle dream ? 

Zara. Since after two long years he not returhs, - 
Tis plain his ‘promife ftretch’d beyond his power. ~ 
A ftranger anda flave, unknown like him, 
Propofing much, means little} ---talks\ and vows, 
Delighted with a profpeét of efcape : 
He promis’d to redeem tén chriftians more, 
And free us all from flavery !----I_own 
I once admired the unprofitable zeal, 


But now it charms no longer.---- 
Sel. ‘What if yet, ~ 


. He, faithfll, fhould return, and hold his vow 3 
~ Would you not, ‘then } 
Zara, No matter-4-Time is paft, 

And every thing is chang’d 
Sel. But, whence comes this ? , 
Zara. Go~-twete tod much to tell thee Zara’s fate + oe 

The fultan’s fecrets, all} ‘are facred heres 

But my fond heart delights to mix with thine. 

Some three months patt, when thou, and’ éther faves, v 

Were fore’d to quit fair Jordan's flow’ry’ ‘bank $ 

Heav’n, to cut fhort the anguith of my days, 

Rais’d me to comfort by a powerful hand; * 

This mighty, Ofman !—— y 
Sel. What.of him? 

Zar. This fultan, 

This conqueror of the chriftians, loves——— 

Sel. Whom? ; 
Zara. Zara | 

‘Thou blufheft, and I guefs, thy thoughts | slice ‘me { 

But, know me better *twas unjuft fafpicion. ” 

All emperor as-he is, I cannot ftoop’ si ae 

To honours, that bring fhamé and bafenefs with: ret ae 

Reafon and pride, thofe props of modetty, * 

Suftain my guarded heart, and ftrengthent virtue 5 

* Rather than fink to infamy,” Tet chains’ ; 

* Embrace me with a joy, fuch love! ‘denies :? eos 


g 
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“No====T fhall now aftonith thee ;—+—His greatnefs » 

Submits fo-own a pure and, honeft flame. ’ 

Among the fhining crowds, which live to pleafe him, 

His whole régard is fix’d on mealone:. 
_ He offers marriage ; and its rites, now wait 

To crown me emprefs of this eaftern world. 

Sel. Your virtueand your charms,, deferve it all: 

My heéartis not furpriz’d, but {truck to hear it. 

‘If to be emprefs can complete your happinefs, 

I rank myfelf, with joy, among your flaves, | : 
Zar. Be fill my equal and enjoy my bleffings ; 
‘For, thou partaking, they will blefsme more... |): 

Sel. Alas ! but heaven! will it permit this: mairiage ? 
Will not this grandeur, falfely call’d a bls, -. ) 
Plant bitternefs, and root itin your heart ? 

Have you forgot. you are.of chriftian blood ?. i 

Zar. AN me! What haft thou faid, Why wouldft thou 

thus ‘ er 
Recall my wav’ring thoughts ?, How know I, what, 
Or whence I am? Heaven kept. it hid in darknefs, 
Conceal’d me from myfelf, and from my blood, 

Sel, Nereitan, who was born a chriftian, here, 
Afferts, that you, like him, had chriftian parents ; 
Befides——that crsfs, which, from your infant years 
Has been preferv’d, was found upon your, boiom, 
As if defign’d' by heaven, a pledge, of va 
Due to the God. ‘you purpofe to forfake! , ne 

_ Zar, Can, my fond heart, on.fiich a. feeble proof, + 
Embrace a jane ; 
I fee tooplainly, cuftom, forms us all jo oy. 
Our thoughts, our morals, our moft fix'd belteF, ut 


abhor’d by him I love? 


Are confequences of our place of birth: 
Born beyond Ganges, I liad been a;pagan, 
In France a chriffian, I am, here a Saracens’ 
*Tis but infruction, all! Our parent’s hand 
Writes on our heart, the firft faint characters, 
lich ume, te-tracing, deepens into flrength,, » . 
That nothing can efface, but déath.or heayen!— | 
Thou wer’t not made.a,pris’ner in this places. 010% 
a ill after reafon, borrowing forée from yearsyy. 0 0) 
| gh Uae aes ye ave se Bea ih : 
ad lent its luftre; to enlighten faith s—> 901) a 
For me, who in my cradle was their flave, day 
i B 2 Thy 
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: Thy chriftian dodtrines were too lately. taught. MC too 
Yet, far from having loft the rev’rence que, ae 
This crofs, as often as it meets my eye, ae’ 
Strikes thro’ my heart a kind of awful fear ! iy 
I honour, from my foul, the chriftian laws, 
Thofe laws, which, foftening nature by humanity, — 
Melt nations into brotherhood ; ;--no doubt 
Chriftians are happy ; and ’tis jut to love them, 

Sel. Why have you, then, declar’d yourfelf their foo? 
Why will you joinyour hand with this proud Ofman’s, 
Who owes his triumph to the-chriftians” Tuin, ? 

Zar. Ah !—Who cquld flight the offer of his heart.? 
Nay—for I mean to tell thee all my weaknefs ; 
Perhaps I had, ere now, profefs'd thy faith, 

But Ofman low’ d me—and I’ve lof it all:— 

I think on none but Ofman---my pleas’d heart, 

Fill’d with the bleffing, to be lov’d by him, 

Wants room for other happinefs. ‘ Place thou 

¢ Before thy eyes, his, merit. and his fame, — ; 
* His youth, yet blooming but in manhood’s dawn 5. ee 
‘ How many conquer’d kings have fwell’¢ his pow sm 

‘ Think, too, how lovely! how his brow becorhes ~~ 

© This wreath of early glories !.--Oh; my friend! = 
I talk not of a*feeptre, which he gives me : ar 
Wo—to be charm’d vith that, were thanks too hoimbiel 
Offenfive tribute, and too poor for love! 

*Twas Ofman won my heart, not Ofman’s crown : ae 

T love not in him atight befides himfelf, 

Thou thinkt, perhaps, that thefe are ftarts of vaihed 
» But, “had'the will of heav’n lefg bent to blefs him, ey 
Doom’d Ofman to my chains, and me to fill : 
The throne that Ofman fits on—ruin and w rretchednef 
Catch: and confume my withes, but F would—— | cS 
To raife me to myfelf, defcend to him. 

© Sel. Hark! the wifh’d mufic founds—’Tis nd he 

comes--- "Exit Selima. 

* Zar. My heart pecenm him, and found him near 
* Abfent two whole long days, the flow-pac’d hour 
* At laft is come, and gives him to my wifhes! — Tt 

A grand March. a4 
Enter Ofman, reading “a Paper, which he re-delivers ie 
Orafmin ; wth Attendants. 

Ofn. Waie’ my return---0r, ‘fhou’d there bes a caufe 

al Ther 
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That may tequire my prefence, do not fear . 
i ehter; ever mindful,’ that my own [Z£xi¢ Oral. Se 
ollows my people’s happinefs.---At length, 
Cares have releas’d my heart---to love and Zara. 
Zar, *Twas not in cruel abfence, to deprive me 
Of your imperial image---every where _ 
“You reign triumphant: memory fupplies” x 
Reflexion with your power ; and you, like heaven, _ 
Are always prefent---and are always gracious. _ 
Ojm. ‘The fultans, my great anceftors, bequeath’d _ 
Their empire to me, but their tafte they gave not; 
Their laws, their lives, their loves, delight not me: © ~ 
£ know our prophet fmiles on am’rous wrifties, 
And opens a wide field to vaft defire ; 
I know, that at my will I might poffefs ; 
That, wafting tendernefs in wild profufion, 
I might look down to my furrounded feet, 
And blefs contending beauties. I might fpeak, 
Serenely flothful, from within my palace; - 
And bid my pleafure be my people’s law. 
But, fweet as foftnefs is, its end is cruel; 
I can look round, and count a hundred kings, 
Unconquer’d by themfelves, and flaves to others : 
Hence was Jerufalem to chriftians lot; _~ 
* But heaven, to blaft that unbelieving race, 
¢ Taught me to be a king, by thinking like ones * 
Hence from the diftant Euxine to the Nile, - 
‘The trumpet’s voice has wak’d the world to war; 
Yet, amidft arms and death, thy power has reach’d meg 
For thou difdain’ft, like me, a languid love ; ; 
Glory and Zara join---and charm together. 


Zar. 1 hear at once, with bluthés and with joy, 
This paffion, fo unlike your country’s cuftom3. 
/. Offa. Paffion, like mine, difdains my country’s cuftoms ; 
The jealoufy, the faintnefs, the diftruft, 
The proud; fuperior, coldnefs, of thé eaft. _ 
I know to love you, Zara, with efteem; 
To truft your virtue, and to court your foul. 
Nobly confiding, I unveil my héedrt, = 
And dare inform you, that, ’tis all your own: 
My joys muft all be yours; only thy cares 
Shall lie conceal’d within---and reach not Zara. - z 
4 ad - ak . f ce .. 


Zar. Oblig’d-bythis excels of aN eS Lge 
ow low, how wretched, was thelorof Zarat! 10 515 
‘Too poor with ought, ‘butthanks,. to’ pay duch’ Heng i t 

Ojm.. Not fo---T love---and'wou’d»be ati eat 
Let me confefs it, I poffefsa foul, 9s 9 18 
That what .it withes, “withes ardently!» sad b luo Wd 
I thou’d believe'youchated, had you:power 90170! J0%, 
To love with moderation: ’tis' my aim} (4) oO 
In every thing,, to'reach fupreme ‘perfection. 
If, withancequal flame, I touch-your heart; '] 9! |” 
Marriage attends your finile---But know} "twill: make! 

Me wretched, if it makes not Zara-happy. 2 Od. 

Zari Ah, Sir! if fuch a heart, ds gen’rous: Onin Sy 
Can, from my will, fubmit to take its blifs, \ ST wel 


What mortalever was decreed fo happy!2.9 1 #00 - 
Pardon the pride, with which 1 own’ my joys gyOtt ST ou 
"Thus wholly’to, poffefs the man I love!j osu vodl 
"Fo know,. and to confefs his will my fate !>') 1 0) +> 
To a the happy work of his dear hands.! iC 
To Eas t ee Fd 
Enter Orafmine ot aE eo T 
Of. Already interrupted! What? fa 3 sae 
Who ?-«-Whence ? em a 2 


Oraf. This moment, Sir, there is anon 
That chriftian flave, who, licens’d on his faith, 
Went hence to France---and, now return’d, prays au 

Zar. [Afide.| Oh,- heaven! ! sate 

Of. Admit him---What ?---Why comes he not ? 

Oraf. He waits without. No chriftian dares approach 
This place, long facred to the fultan’s privacies.)) 9 © 

Ojm. Go---bring him with thee---monarchs, ‘like the 
Shine but in vain, unwarming, if unfeen 3/9 [fun, 
With forms and rev’rehce, let the great a approach US 53!» 
Not the: unhappy $-+-every placevalike, . 
Gives.the diftrefs’d a privilege to enter. [Exit Ory 
I thik with horror on. thefe dreadful maxims,, 1/1) * 
Which harden kings, infenfibly, to'tyrants. ' Jie 

Re-enter Orafinin with Nereftan.i 9) © 7814 

Nore Imperial fultan! honour’d, even by foes Be i 
See me return’d, regardfulof my vow, “0 o9) 41% 
And punctual to difelarge a chriftian’s aad “ig SE 
I bring the ranfom of the captive Zaragi aioli 


oe % 


> ig’ 
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Fair Selima,) the partner of her fortunes 50) 
And of ten, chriftian captives, pris’nershere. . «| 
“Yow promis’d, fultan, if I fhould return, > 
To grant their rated liberty :---Behold, 
I am return’d, and they are yours no more. 
I would have ftretch’d my purpofe to mytelf, » 
But fortune has deny’d it ;---my poor alk. , 
Suffic’d no further, and a noble poverty y oval ot 
Is now my whole pofléffion.--+1 redeem. : ig 
The promis’d chriftians ; for I taught ’em Gonet oi 
But,. for'myfelf,;L.come again your flave, euartinht, 
To wait the fuller hand of future charity. WOM 
Ofmes Chriftian! I mutt confefs thy courage cHarihs Inez 
But let thy ptide-be taught, it treads.too high; 0") 
_ When it prefumes to climb above my mercyeous 1). 
Go ranfomlefs thyfelf,, and catay: back isis) ot sods. 
‘Their unaccepted ranfoms, | joint’d with gifts, ty StEL By 
Fit to reward thy purpofe; inftead of teh, part 
Demand a hundred chriftians 5 ithey are thines 0 > yes 
‘Take ’em, and bid ’em teach their haughty country,’ ! 
‘They left fome virtue among Saracens.--~ 
Be Lufignan alone. excepted---He > . 
Who boafts the blood of kings, and dares, ay ela 
To my Jerufalem---that claim, his guile! |") 
* Such is;the law. of fates; 3 had-I been. vanquith by 
‘ Thus; had) he faid of me.” I. mourn hislot,) 04 '2>'N 
Who mutt in fetters, loft ta day-light; pine, AS 
And figh-away/old age in grief and pain.) 90) 2 
For Zara---but to name. her as a captives; 914 9.9 
Were to difhonour language 3--sfhe’s a prize "7 
Above ithy|purchafe:---all the chriftian realms, |) 
With. all their kings to guide ’em, ,wouldvunite © 90110 
In vain, to force her fronr me---Go, retire---5 91 1) // 
Ner. For Zara’s ranfom, with her own confent, 
_ Dhad your royal word. . For Lufignan--- \ 
Unhappy,, poor, old man- cis! 
Ofm. Was J not heard? ~ n doit ¥ 
Have E not told thee, ebriftian, all my will? 
What if. Ti prais’d thee:!-+-This prefumptuous virtue: 
Compelling my efteem, iptovokes, mynprideis:! 01 san og? 
Be gone---and when :to-morrow’s fun fhall rife es 
On my dominions, be not: found-+-too near me. 
at ae. [Bwit Nerefan 
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Zar. [Afide.| ‘Att him, heaven! oe 


Ojm. vat Lae a momént--- Pe 
Affume, throughout my 4 palace, se Ghige émpite, 
While I give ordets, to prepare the 
That waits to crown.thee miitrefs o throne. Iv 

[. Leads her out, and returns, 
Orafmin! dat thou hiark th’i BS oe flave ? 
What cou’d he mean ?---he figh’d---aid, as he.went, .. 
Turn’d and look’d back at Zara !_--did'tt thou mark it 2 

Oraf, Alas! my fovereign mmafter | let not jealouty,. 
Strike high enotigh to reach your noble heart. 

Qf, Jealoufy, faid’ ft thou? I difdain it. j---No! 
Difiruft is poor; and a mifplac’d , ices ‘i 
Invites ne juftifies the falfehood fear’d.-.= 
Yet, as I love with warmth---fo, J cou’d haté ! . 
But Zara is abové difguife and art :—— coy oF the 
* My love ié ftronger, nobler, than 5 my POWERS p< he: 
Jealous !---I was not jealous! --~if T was, asd NE 
I am not---no---my heart-*-but, let us drown, 4... 5A, 
Remembrance of the word, and of the a mareR Tike 
- My heart is aia with a diviner Ba MReanhe a Bate 
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Nereftan, Chatillon, , fe wo A 
CHATILUON. | sed 


fr Atchlefe Wereftan!’ generous ahd ey 
Vi You, who, rite a the hs ns! of, nope 
2° S952 aves 
“t ‘ You, 
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® You, chriflian faviour! by a Saviour fent!? 

Appear, be known, enjoy your due delight ; 

- ‘The grateful weepers wait to clafp your knees,” 

They thfong to kifs the happy hand that fav’d’em: 

Indulge the kind impatience of their eyes, | 

And, at their head, command their hearts for ever. 

Ner. Ibtuaftrious Chatillon! this praife o’erwhelms me+ 
What have [ done beyond a chriftian’s duty ? 
Beyond what you would, in my place, have done ? 

Chat. True---it is every honeit chriftian’s duty ; 
Nay, ’tis the bleffing of fuch minds as ours, 

For others’ good 'to facrifice our own.--- 

Yet, happy they, to whom heav’n grants the power, 

To execute, like you, that duty’s call! : 

For us---the relicks of abandon’d war, 

Forgot in France, and, ‘in Jerufalem, 

. Left to grow old in fetters.---Ofman’s father 
Confign’d us to the gloom of a damp dungeon, : 
Where, but for you, we mutt have groan’d out life, 
And native France have blefs’d our eyes no more. 

__ Ner. Thewill of gracious heav’n, that foften’d Ofinan, 
Infpir'd me for your fakes :---But, with our joy, 
Flows, mix’d, a bitter fadnefs---1 had hop’d " 

To fave from their perverfion, a young beauty, 
Who, in her infant innocen€e, with me, i 
Was made a flave by cruel Noradin ; 
When, fprinkling Syria with the blood of chriftians, 
Czefarea’s walls faw Lufignan furpriz’d, 
And the proud crefcent rife in bloody triumph. 
From this’ feragho having young efcap’d, 
Fate, three years fince, reftor’d me to my chains ; 
Then, fent to Paris on my plighted faith, 
I flatter’d my fond hope with vain refolves, 
‘To guide the lovely Zara to that court 
Where Lewis has eftablifh’d virtue’s throne ; 
But Ofman will detain her---yet, not Ofman ; 
Zara herfelf forgets flte is a chriftian, 
And loves the tyrant fultan !---Let that pafs ¢ 
1 mourn a difappointment ftill more cruel ; 
The prop of all our-chriftian hope is loft! 
_-€hbat. Difpofe me at your will—I am your-own. \y 
_ Ner. Oh, Sir, great Lufignan, fo long their captive, 
‘i ; “That 
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That laft'of an heroic race of kings! ,. 9 
That warrior, whofe :paft fame has fill’d the world f- 
Ofman refufes to my fighs for ever! 

Chat. Nay, then we have been all redeem’din vain - 
Perifh that‘{oldier who would quit his chains, : 

And leave his noble chief behind in fetters. _ 

“Alas ! you know him not as I have known him; .. 
Thank heav’n, that plac’d your birth fo far remov’d 
From thofe detefted days of blood and woe: . 

But ‘I, lefs happy was condemned to fee 
Thy walls, Jerufalem, beat down, and all 
Our pious fathers’ labours loft in ruins. 

Heav’n had you {een the very temple rifled !. 

The facred fepulchre itfelf profan’d!  . 

Fathers with children mingled, flame together! 

And our laft king, Set with age and arms, 
Murder’d, “and bleeding o’er his murder’d fons ! 

Then Lufignan, fole remnant of his race, 

Rallying our fated few amidft the flames, 

Fearlefs, beneath the cruth of falling towers, r 
The’ Conqu’rors and the conquer’d, groans and death ! 
Dreadful—and, waving in his hand his fword, 

_ Red with the blood of infidels, cry’d out, 

This way, ye faithful chriftians ! follow me.— 

Ner. How full of glory was that brave retreat! 
Chat. Py heav’n, no doubt, that fay’d and led 
im on ; sha ‘ater 

Pointed his path, and march’d our guardian guide: 
We reach’d Czefaria—there the general voice 
Chofe Lufignah, thenceforth to give us laws ; 

Alas ’twas vain---Czfarea could not fland 
When. Sion’s felf was fallen !----we were betray’d ; 
And Lufignan condemn’d, to length of life, 

In chains, in damps, and darknefs, and defpair : 
¢ Yet, great, amidit his miferies, he look’d, 


‘ As if hé could not feel ‘his fate himfelf, _ 
‘ But as it reach’d ‘his followers. , And thall we, 

‘ For whom ur gen’rous, leader futfer'd this,  _ 
« Be vilely fafe,, and dare be blefs’d without him ? 


Ner. Oh! I thould hate the liberty he that'd not. 
I knew too ae a a you defcribe, 
For Twas bomami them. ‘Chain and death, ~ 

val area 
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Cefarea loft, and Saracens triumphant, Js 
Were the'firit objets which my eyes e’er looked on. 
Hurried, an infant, among other mfants, "~~ 
Snatch’d from the bofoms of their blecding mothers, 
A. temple fav’d'us, till the flaughter'céas’d; 
Then were we fent to this ill-fated city, 
Here, injthe palace of our former kings, 
To learn, from S.racens, their hated faith, P 
And be completely wretched.——Zara, too, 
Shared this captivity; we both grew u 
So near each other, that a tender facndthip 
Endear’d her to my wifhes : My fond heart--« 
Pardon its weaknefs, bleeds to fee her loft, “ 
And, for a barb’rous tyrant, quit her God! 

Chat. Such is the Saracens? too fatal policy !- 
Watchful fedicers ftill ‘of infant weaknefs : 
* Happy that you fo young efcap’d their hands !” 
But let us think——-May Actes ‘Zarvuiavels 
Loving the Sultan, and’ by him belov’d, 
For Lufignan procure fome fofter fentence ? 
* The wile and juft, with innocence, may draw 
‘ Their own advantage from the guilt of others, 

Ner. How fhall I gain admiffion’to her prefence ? 
Ofman: has, banifh’d. me---but ‘that’s ees ee 
Will the feraglio’s portals opén to'me ?” 

Or, cou’d Ifird that eafy' to my “hopes, © 

What profpeét of fuiccefs from an apoftate ? 

On whoa’ cate look without difdain ; 

* And who will tead ‘hér fhamé upon’my brow.” 

The hardeft trial of a generous mind FF 

Is, to court favours, from a hand it fcorns., 

Chat. Think it is Lufignan we feck to ferve, 

Ner. Well---it fhall be attem ptéd---Hark !"who’s this ? 
Are my eyes falfe;’ or is it ‘Teally the? 

; Enter Zara. 

Zar. Start not, my worthy friend! I come to feek you 3 

The fultan “has permitted it ;®fear nothing :=— 
But to confirm my heart which trembles near you, - 
Soften that angry dir, nor_look reproach ; sayy) 
Why fhould we fear each other, both miftaking? 
Affociates trom our birth, one prifon held us, © 
ne friendfhip taught ‘affi<tion tobe calin, °° > 
eee Til 
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°Till heaven thought fit to favour your efcape, 
And call you to the fields of happier France ; 


- Thence, once again, it was my lot to find 


You a pris’ner here; where, hid amongft a crowd 
Of undiftinguifh’d flaves, with lefs reftraint, 

I fhar’d your frequent converfe; —— 
It pleas’d your pity, fhall I fay your friendthip ? 
Or rather, fhall T call it generous charity? — 
To form that noble purpofe, to redeem 
Diftrefsful Zara---you procur’d my ranfom, 

And with a greatnefs that out-foar’d a crown, 
Return’d, yourfelf a flave, to give me freedom4 
But heav’n has caft our fate for different-climes : 
Here, in Jerufalem, I fix for ever ; 


. Yet, among all the fhine that marks my fortune, 


I thall with frequent tears remember yours ; 
Your-goodneis will for ever footh my heart, 
And keep your image ftill a dweller there : 
Warm’d by your great example to protect 
That faith, that lifts humanity. fo high, 
Pll be a mother to diftrefsful chriftians, 
_ Ner. How !---You prote& the chriftians! you, who can 
Abjure their faving truth, and coldly fee 
Great Lufignan, their chief, die flow in chains ! 
Zar. To bring him freedom you. behold me here ; 
You will this moment meet his eyes in joy. 
Chat. Shall I then live to blefs that happy hour ? 
Ner. Can chriftians owe fo dear a gift to Zara? 
Zar. Hopelefs I gathered courage to intreat 
The fultan for his liberty—amaz’d, 
So feon to gain the happinefs I wifh’d! 
See where they bring the good old chief, grown dim 
With age, by pain and forrows halten’d on! 
Chat. How is my heart diffolv’d with fudden joy ! 
¢ Zar. I long to view his venerable face, 
* But tears, J know not why, eclipfe my fight. 
* I feel, methinks, redoubled pity for him ; 
¢ But I, alas! myfelf have been a flave ; _ 
* And when we pity woes which we haye felt, 
* *Tis but a partial virtue ! 
* Ner. Amazement !---Whence this greatnefs in ait 
infidel ! 2 Oe 
Enter 
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a Enter Lufignan, led:ia by tavo Guards. 
Lf, Where am 1? From the dungeon’s depth, what 
voice 
Has call’d me to revifit long-loft day ? 
_ Amt with chriftians ?---I am weak---forgive me, 
And guide my trembling fteps. I’m full of years. ; 
My miferies have worn me more than age. 
Am I in truth.at liberty ? [Seating bim/ilfe 
_ Chat. You are ; 
And every chriftian’s grief takes .end with yours. 
_ Luf. O, light ! O, dearer far than light, that voice! 
Chatillon, is it you ? my fellow martyr ! 
And fhall our wretchednefs, indeed, have end? 
In what place are we now ?---my feeble eyes, 
Difus’d to day-light, long in vain to find you. 
~. Chat. This was the palace of -your royal fathers : 
*Tis now the fon of Noradin’s feraglio. 
Zar. The matter of this place---the mighty Ofman, 
Diftinguifhes, atid loves toxcherifh virtue. 
“This gen’rous Frenchman, yet a itranger to you, 
Drawn from his native foil, from peace and reft, 
Brought the vow’d ranfoms of ten chriftian flaves, 
Himlelf contented to remain a captive+ 
But Ofman, charm’d by greatnefs like his ewn, 
‘Lo equal what he lov’d, has giv’n him you. 
Luf. So gen’rous France infpires her focial fons ! 
They have been ever dear -and ufeful to me--- 
Wou’d I were nearer to him Noble Sir, 
[Nereftan approachese 
How have I merited, that you forme . . he 
Should pafs fuch diftant feas, to bring me bleffings, 
And hazard your own fafety for my fake ?. 
'Ner. My name, Sir, is Nereftan; born in Syria, 
I wore the chains of flavery from my births 
Till quitting the proud creicent for the court 
Where warlike Lewis reigns, beneath his eye 
I learnt the trade of arms :---the rank I held 
Was but the kind diftin@ion which he gave me, 
To tempt my courage to deferve regard, 
Your fight, unhappy prince, would charm his eyes; - 
That beft and greate{t monarch will behold : 
With grief and joy ana venerable wounds, 


. 
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‘And print embraces where your fetters bound you. 
All Paris will revere the crofs’s martyr ; 
*€ Paris, the refuge fill of ruin’d kings !” 

-Luf: Alas! in timeslong paft, I’ve feen its glory s 
When Philip the victorious liv’d, I fought 
A-breaft with Montmorency, and Melun, 

‘D’Eftaing, De Neile, and the far-famous Courcy ;--- 
Names which were then the praife and dread of ward 
But what have I to do at Paris now? 
I fland upon the brink of the cold grave ; 
‘That way my journey lies--- to find, I hope, 
"The king of kings, and afk the recompence 
For all my woes, long-fuffer’d for his fake ——~ 
You gen’rous witnefles of my laft hour, ; 
While I yet live, affift my humble prayers, 
And:join the refignation of my foul. 
‘Nereftan'! Chatillon !---and you, fair mourner ? 
Whofe tears do honour to an old man’s forrows” 
Pity a father, the unhappieit fure ’ 
That ever felt the hand of angry heaven ! 
My eyes, though dying, {till can furnifh tears ; 
Half my long hfe they flow’d, and {till will flow! 
A daughter and three fons, my heart’s proud hopes, 
Were all torn from me in their tend’reft ‘years--- 
My friend Chatillon knows, and can remember--- 
_ Chat. Wowd I were able to forget your woe. 
Luf. Thou wert a pris’ner with me in *Czfarea, 
And there beheldft my wife and two dear fons 
Perith in flames. 
Chat. A captive and in fetters, 
I could not help *em 
Luf. I know thou couldft not--- : 
‘Oh, “twas.a dreadful fcene! thefe eyes beheld it--« 
Hufband and father, helplefs I beheld it,--- 
Deny’d.the mournful privilege to die ! 
_ Oh, my poor children! whom I now deplores 
If ye are faints in heav’n, as fure ye are, 
Look with an eye of pity on that brother, 
That fifter whom you left!~--If I have yet, 
Or fon or daughter :---for in early chains, , 
Far from their lof and un-affifting father, 
I heard that they were fent, with numbers more, — 
To. this feraglio; hence to be difpers’d he 
‘ a 
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Jn namelefs remnants o’er the eaft, and {pread 
Our chiiftian miferies round a faithlefs world. 
Chat.’ Twas true,---for, in the horrors of that day,. - 
I {nateh’d your intant daughter from:her cradle ; 
© But finding ev’ry hope of flight was vain, , 
© Scarce had I fprinkled, froma public fountain, 
© Thofe faered drops which wath the foul from fin,”’ 
When, from my bleeding arms, fierce Saracens 
Fore’d the loft innocent, who fmiling lay,. 
And pointed, playful, at the fwarthy’ fpoilers ! 
With her, your youngeft, then your only fon, 
Whole little life had reach’d the fourth fad year, 
And juft giv’n fenfe to feel his own misfortunes, 
Was order’d to this city. 
Ner. I, too, hither, 
Jutt at that fatal age, from loft Cefarea, 
Came in that crowd of undiftinguifh’d chriftians,--- 
Luf. You !---came you thence ?---Alas! who knows ~ 
but you 
. Might heretofore have feen my two poor children, 
_ [Looking up.] Hah, Madam! that fmall ornament you 


wear, 
Its form a ftranger to this country’s fathion, 
How long has it been yours? : 
Zar. From my firft birth, Sir--- > et: 
. Ah, what! you feem furpriz’d!-----why. fhould this 


move you? dee 
Luf. Wou'd you confide it to my trembling hands ? 
Zar. To what new wonders am [ now refery’d ? — 
Oh, Sir! what mean you? Pe 
_ Luf. Providence andheaven!" _ . 
Oh, failing eyes, deceive ye not my hope ? 
Can this be poffible ?---Yes, yes---’tis fhe ! 
This little crofs I know it, by fure marks ! 
_ Oh! take me, Heav’n! while I can die with joy —= 
Zar. Oh, do not, Sir, diftract me !---rifing thoughts, 
And hopes, and fears, o’erwhelm me! - 
Lf, Tell me yet, : 

Has it remain’d for ever in your hands? . 
What—both brought captives from Cafarea hither ? ~~ 
Zar, Both, both--- - 

' BAL C2 Ner. Ohy 
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® Ner. Oh, heaven! have I then found a father ?”, 
Luf. Their voice! their looks! Ter 
The living images of their dear mother! 
, O God! who fee’ft my tears, and know’{t my thoughts;, 
Do not forfake me at this dawn of hope 
Strengthen my heart, too feeble for this joy. | 
Madam! Nereftan!—Help me, Chatillon! [Rifings 
Nereftan, haft thou on thy breaft a fear, : 
' Which, ere Czefarea fell, from a fierce hand, . 
Surprizing us by night; my child receiv’d? 
Ner. Blefs’d hand!—I bear it,—Sir, the mark is 
Luf. Merciful heaven ! [there !. 
Ner. [ Knecling.| Oh, Sir!'—Oh, Zara, kneel—— 
Zar, [Kneeling.| My father !—Oh !—— 
Luf, Ob, my loft children ! 
Both, Oh! ; 
Euf. My fon! my daughter! loft in embracing you, 
J wou'd now die, ‘left this fhou’d prove a dream. 
Chat. How touch’d is my glad heart; to fee their joy ! 
Luf: They thall not tear you from my arms—my chil- 
‘Again, 1 find you—dear in wretchednefs : (dren! 
Oh, my brave fon—and thou, my-namelefs daughter ! 
Now diffipate all doubt, remove all dread : f 
Has heayen, that gives me back my children—giv’n ’em, 
Such as I loft ’em ?—Come they chriftians to me? 
‘One weeps—and one declines a confcious eye ! 
* Your filence fpeaks—too well I underftand it. 
Zar. Vcannot, Sir, deceive you--Ofman’s laws» 
Were mine—and Ofman is not chriftian. f 
Luf, Her words are thunder burfting on my head 3 
Wer’t not for thee, my fon, I now fhou’d die; : 
Full fixty years I fought the chriftians caufe, 
Saw their doom’d temple fall, their power deftroy’d 
‘Twenty, a captive, in a dungeon’s depth, 
Yet never for myfelf my tears fought heaven; 
All for my children rofe my fruitlefs prayers: 
Yet, what avails a father’s wretched joy ? 
I have a daughter gain’d, and heav’n an enemy. 
- Oh, my mifguided daughter—lofe not thy faith, 
Reclaim thy birthright—think upon the blood 
Of twenty chriftian kings, that fills thy veins; 
Tis heroes’ blood—the blood of faints and martyrs ! 
_ What 
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What would thy mother feel, to fee thee thus ! 
She, and thy murder’d brothers !—think, they cal! thee? 
Think that thou fee’ft ’em ftretch their bloody arms, 
And weep, to win thee from their murd’rers’ bofom, 
_ Ev’n in the place where thou betray’ thy God, 
| He dy’d, my child, to fave thee.—* Turn way eyes, 
'* And fee; for thou art near his facred fepuicare ; 
* Thou can’ft not move a ftep, but where he trod!’ 
Thou trembleh—On ! admit me to thy foul, 
Kill not thy aged, thy afflicted father ; © 
* Take not, thus foon, again, the life thou gav’ft him;? 
Shame not thy mother—nor renounce thy God. 
*Tis paft—Repentance dawns in thy fweet eyes ; 
I fee bright truth defcending to thy heart, 
And now, my Jong-loft child is found for ever. 
* Mer, Oh, doubly bleft! a fifter, and a foul, 
* To be redeem’d together !’ _ 
Zar, Oh, my father! 
Dear author of my life! inform me, teach me, 
~ What fhou’d my duty do? 
Luf. By one thort word, 
To dry up all my tears, and make life welcome, 
Say thou art a chriftian——~ 
Zar, Sit—I ama chriftian. 
Lvf, Receive her, gracious heaven! and blefs her, 
for it, % 


Enter Orafmin. - 

Oraf. Madam, the fultan order’d me to tell you, 
That he expects you inflant quit this -place, 

And bid your laft farewel to thefe vile chriltians. 
You, captive Frenchmen, follow me; for you, 
It is my tafk to anfwer. 

Chat. Still new miferies ! 

’ How cautious man fhou’d be, to fay, I’m happy ! 

Luj. Thefe are the times, my friends, to try our 
Oar chriftian firmnefs. [firninefs, 

Zar. Alas, Sir! Oh! 

Enj. Oh, you !—I dare not name you: 
Farewel—but, come what may, be fure remember 
You keep the fatal fecret! for the reft,: i 
Leave all to heaven——be fuithful, and be bleft, 

= Troe [ Exeunt. 
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Osman. 
Gener this alarm was falfe and groundlefss 
Lewis no longer turns his arms on me: 
The French, grown weary by a length of woes, 
Wihh not at once to quit their fruitful plains, 
And famifh on Arabia’s defert fands. j 
Their fhips, ’tis true, have fpread the Syrian feas g 
And Lewis, hovering o’er the coaft of Cyprus, 
Alarms the fears of Afia—But I’ve learnt, 
That fteering wide from our unmenac’d ports, 
He points his thunder at th’ Egyptian hore. 
“There let him’ war, and wafte my enemies 3 
Their mutual comfliét will but fix my throne. —— 
Releafe thofe chriftians—I reftore their freedom 5 
?T will pleafe their mafter, nor can weaken me; 
‘Tranfport 7em at my coft, to find their king 5 
1 with to have him know me: carry thither 
This Lufignan, whom, tell him, I reftore, 
Becaufe I cannot fear his fame in arms ; 
But love him for his virtue and his blood, 
Tell him, my father, having conquer’d twice, 
Condemn’d him to perpetual chains; but L 
Have fet him free, thet I might triumph-more. 
Oraf. ‘The chriftians gain an army in his name, _ 
Of. I cannot fear a found.— é 
Oraf. But, Sir——fhou’d Lewis—— 
_ Ofm. Tell Lewis and the world—it fhall be fo: 
Zara propos'd it, and my heart approves: 
Thy. flatefman’s reafon is too dull for love! 
* Why wilt thou force me to confefs it all ? 
« Tho’ I to Lewis fend back Lufignan, 
* I givehim but to Zara—I have griev’d her 5 
* And ow’d her the atonement of this joy. 
© Thy falfe advices, which but now mifled 
* My anger, to confine thofe helplefs chriftians, 
¢ Gave her a pain; I feel for her and me :’ 
But I talk on, and wafte the fmiling moments. 
For one long hour I yet defer my nuptials ; 
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® But, ’tis not loft, that hour! ’twill be all hers !? 
She wou’d employ it in a conference 
With that Nereltan, whom thou know’ft 
chriftian ! i 
Oraf. And hive you, Sir, indulg’d that ftrange defire ? 
O/m. What mean’ft thou? They were infant flaves 
together 5 
Friends thou’d part kind, who are to meet no mores 
When Zara afks, I will refufe her nothing: 
Reftraint was never made for thofe we love. 
Down with thefe rigours of the proud feraglio; 
I hate its laws-- where blind aufterity 
Sinks virtue to necelflity.---My blood 
Difclaims your Afian jealoufy ; I hold 
The fierce, free plainne’s of my Scythian anceftors, 
Their open confidence, their honeft hate, 
Their love unfearing, and their anger told. 
Go—the good chriftian waits—conduct him to her$ 


that 


- Zara eee crete What the walls, obey. [Eaie Oumans: 


Oraf, Ho! chriftian! enter 
Enter Nereftan, 
Zara will foon approach—I go to find her. [Zxiv Orafe 
Ner. In what a‘ftate, in what a place, I leave her! 
Oh, faith! Oh, father! Oh, my poor loft fitter! 
She's here—— 


wait a moment here. 


Enter Zara. 
Thank heaven, it is not, then, unlawful. 
To fee you, yet once more, my lovely fifter ! 
Not all fo happy ! We, who met but now, 
Shall never meet again for Lufignan—— 
We fhall. be orphans ftill, and want a father. 

Zar. Forbid it heaven ! 

Wer. His laft fad hour’s at hand 
That flow of joy, which follow’d our difcovery,. 
Too ftrong and “fadden for his age’s weaknefs, 
Watting his {pirits, dry’d the fource of life, 

And nature yields him up to time’s demand. 

Shall he not die in peace?—Oh ! let. no doubt 
Difturb his parting moments with diftruk ; 

Let me, when I return to clofe his eyes, 

_ Compofe his mind’s impatience too, and tell him, 

You are confirm’d a christian !—— 
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Zar. Oh! may his foul enjoy, in earth and heaven, 
Erernal reit! nonlet one thought, one figh, ; 
One*bold complaint of mine recall his cares ! 

But you have injur’d me, who {till can doubt, —= 
What! am I not your fifter? and fhall you 

Refufe me credit? You fuppofe me light ; 

You, who fhould judge my honour by your own, 
Shall you diftredt a truth I dar’d avow, ; 
And ftlamp apoftate on a fifter’s heart! 

Ner. Ab! do not mifconceive me!—if I err’d, 
Affection, not diftruft, mifled my fear ; 

Your will may be a chriftian, yet, not you; 

‘There is a facred mark—a fign of faith, 

A pledge of promife, that muft firm your claim ; 

Wath you from guilt, and open heaven before yous 

Swear, fwear by all the woes we all have borne, 

By all the martyr’d fatats, who call:you daughter, 

That you confent, this day, to feal our faith, 

By that myfterious rite which waits your call. 
‘Zar. Vfwear by heaven, and all its holy hoft, - 

Its faints, its martyrs, its attefting angels, 

fend ‘the dread prefence of its living author, 

To have no faith but yours ;—to die a chriftian ! 

Now, tell -me what this myftic faith requires, 

Ner. To hate the happinefs of Ofman’s throne, 
And love that God, who, thro’ his maze of woes, 
Has brought us all, unhoping, thus together. 

For me Tam a foldier, uninftructed, 

Nor daring to inftruc&t, tho’ ftrong in faith: 

But { will bring th’ ambaflador of heaven, 

To clear your-views, and lift you to your God ! 

Be it your tafk, to gain admiflion for him. 
But where? from whom?—Oh! thou immortal power 
Whence ean we hope it, in this curs'd feraglio? 

Who is this flave of Ofman? Yes, this flave! 

Does fhe not boaft the blood of twenty kings ? 

Ts not her race the fame, with that of Lewis? 

Is the not Lufignan’s unhappy daughter ? 

A chrillian, and my filter ?---vet a flave ! 

A willing flave!.--1 dare not {peak more plainly. 

Zar. Crvel! go on---Alas! you do not know me! 
At once, a ftranger to my feeret fate, 
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My pains, my fears, my wifhes, and my power: 
T am—I will be chriftian—will receive 

‘This holy prieft, with his myfterious blefling ; 

I will not do nor fuffer aught unworthy =. 

_ Myéelf, my father, or my father’s race,x——= 
But, tell me nor be tender on this point 
What punifhment your chriftian laws decree, 
For.an unhappy wretch, who, to herfelf 
Unknown, and all abandon’d by the world, 
Loft and enflav’d, has, in her fov’reign mafter, 
Found a protector, generous as great, 

Has touch’d his heart, and giv’n him all her own? 

Ner. The punifhment of fuch a flave fhou’d be 
Death in this world and pain in that to come, 

Zar. 1am that flave---firike here---and fave my thames 

Ner. Deftruction to my hopes !---Can it be you? 

Zar. It is---Ador’d by Ofman, I adore him: 

This hour the nuptial rites will make us. one, 

Ner. What! marry Ofman!---Let the world grow 
That the extinguith’d fun may hide thy fhame! —[dark, 
Cou’d it be thus, it were no crime to kill thee. 

Zar. Strike, ftrike---I love him---yes, by heav’n, I 

love him. 

Ner. Death is thy due—but not thy due from me: 
Yet, were the honour of our houfe no bar—— 

My father’s fame, and the too gentle laws , 
Of that religion which thou haft difgrac’d ———_—— 
Did not the God thou quitt’ft hold back my arm—— 
Not there---[ could not there---but, by my foul, 
I wou’d rufh, defp’rate, to the fultan’s breatt, 
And plunge my {word in his proud heart who damns thee, 
Oh! fhame! fhame! fhame! at fuch a time as this! 
When Lewis, that awak’ner of the world, 
Beneath the lifted crofs makes Egypt pale, 
And draws the fword of heaven to fpread our faith! 
Now to fubmit to fee my fifter doom’d 
A bofom flave to him whofe tyrant heart 
_ But meafures glory .by the chriftian’s woe. ‘ 
Yes—I will dare acquaint our father with it; ~ 
Departing Lufignan may live fo long, 
As juit to hear thy thame, and die to {cape it. 

Zar. Stay-—my too angry brother—f{tay—perhaps,, 
= Zara 
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Zara has refolution great as thine : 5 
*Tis cruel—and unkind !—Thy words are crimes 3 
My weaknefs but misfortune ! Doft thou fuffer ; / 
I fuffer more ;—Oh ! wou’d to heaven this blood - — 
Of twenty-boafted kings would flop at once, 
And itagnate in my heart !---It then no more 
Would rufh in boiling fevers thro’ my veins, 
And ev’ry trembling drop be fill’d with Ofman. 
How has he lov’d me! how has he oblig’d me! 
I owe thee to him! What has he not done, 
To juitify his boundlefs pow’r of charming ? 
For me, he foftens the fevere decrees 
Of his own faith ;—and is it juft that mine 
Should bid me hate him, but becaufe he loves me? -- 
No——I will be a chriftian——but preferve 
My gratitude as facred as my faith ; 
If I have death to fear for Ofman’s fake, 
It muft be from his coldnefs, not his love. 
Ner. I mutt at once condemn and pity thee; 
* I cannot point thee out which way to go, 
¢ But providence will lend its light to guide thee, 
‘ Thatfacred rite, which thou fhalt now receive, 
¢ Will ftrengthen and fupport thy feeble heart, 
* To live an innocent, or die a martyr :” 
Here then, begin performance of thy vow} 
Here in the trembling horrors of thy foul, 
Promife thy king, thy father, and thy God, 
' Not to aecomplith thefe detefted nuptials, 
‘Till firft the rev’rend prieft has clear’d your eyes, 
‘Taught you to know, and giv’n you claim to heav’m 
Promife me this a ? 
Zar. So blefs me heaven, T do,——— 
Go—haften the good prieft, I will expect him 5 
But firft return—cheer my expiring father, 
Tell him I am, and will be all he wifhes me: 
Tell him, to give him life ’twere joy to die. 
Ner. 1 go—Farewel—farewel, unhappy fitter! 
[Exit Nereftany 
Zar. Iam alone—and now be juft, my heart! 
And tell me, wilt thou dare betray thy God? 
What am 1? What am I about to be? 
Daughter of Lufignan—or wife te Ofman?. 


Am 1 a lover moft, or moft a chriftian ? 
<« Wou'd Selima were come! and yet ’tis juft, 
¢ All friends fhiou’d fly her who forfakes herfelf.’ 
What fhall I do ?---What heart+has ftrength to bear 
Thefe double weights of duty ?---Help, me heaven ! 
To thy hard laws I render up my foul : 
But, Oh! demand it back---for now ’tis Ofman’s. 
Enter Ofman. 
Ofm. Shine out, appear, be found, my lovely Zara ! 
Gmpatient eyes attend---the rites expect thee ; 
And my devoted heart no longer brooks 
This diftance from its foft’ner !---* all the lamps 
* Of nuptial love are lighted, and burn pure, 
* As if they drew their brightnefs from thy blushes : 
* The holy mofque is fill’d with fragrant fumes, 
* Which emulate the {weetnefs of thy breathing; 
‘ My proftrate people all confirm my choice, 
* And fend their fouls to heaven in prayers for bleffings. 
* Thy envious rivals, confcious of thy right, 
* Approve fuperior charms, and join to praife thee ; 
4 The throne that waits thee, feems to fhine more richly, 
§ As all its gems, with animated luftre, 
« Fear'd to look dim beneath the eyes of Zara!” 
Come, my flow love! the ceremonies wait thee; 
Come, ‘and begin from this dear hour my triumph. 
Zar. Oh, whatawretch amI! Oh, grief! Oh, love! 
© Ofa. Come come 
© Zar. Where fhall I hide my blufhes ? 
-* O/m. Blufhes——here, in my bofom hide *em— 
© Zar. My lord!’ 
O/m. Nay, Zara---give me thy hand; and come--« 
Zar. Inftru& me, heaven ! 
What I then’d fay---Alas! I cannot fpeak. 
O/m, Away——this modeft, {weet reluctant trifling 
But doubles my defires, and thy own beauties, 
Zar. Ah, me4t 
. Ofm, Nay—but thou fhouldft not be too cruel, 
Zar. 1 can no longer bear it---Oh, my lord--- { 
Ofm,. Ha !---4 What ?---whence ?---how ??————= 
Zar, My lord! my fov’reign! . 
Heav’n knows this marriage wou’d have been a blifs 
Above my humble hopes!~~yet, witnefs love ! x 
. Not 
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Not from the grandeur of your throne, that blifs, * 
Bur from the pride of calling Ofman mine, “® “fT 
¢ Wou’d you had been no emperor! and 
* Poffefs’d of power and charms deferving you! 
© That, flighting Afia’s thrones, I might alone 
© Have left a proffer’d world, to follow you 
© Throngh deferts, uninhabited by men, 
¢ And blefs’d with ample room for peace and love :” 
But, as it is——thefe chrittians-—— : 
Ofm. Chriftians! What! iy 
How ftart two images into thy thoughts, 
So diftant——as the chrittians and my love! 
Ya: That good old chriftian, rev’rend Lufignan, 
Now dying, ends his life aud woes together. : 
Of/in. Well! let him dice—W hat has thy heart to feel, 
Thus prefling, and thus tender, from the death « ' 
Of an old wretched chriftian ?—Thank our prophet, 
‘Thou art no chriftian !—Educated here, 
Thy happy youth was taught our better faith : 
Sweet as thy pity fhines, ’tis now mis-tim’d. — 
What! tho’ an aged fuff’rer dies unhappy, “*" + | 
Why fhou’d his foreign fate difturb our joys?) — &* 
Zar. Sir, if you love me, and wou’d kave mé*think 
That Iam truly dear: " 
Ofm. Heaven! if IT love !|—— 
; Zar, Permit me—= =i 
Ofm. What ? : 


Zar. 'To defire-——- 12 % yo 5 WP a 

Ofm, Speak out. : oh oe baie 

Zar. The nuptial rites MAR os HE a | 
May be deferr’d, till —~ e % odd We ja 

O/m. What!—Is that the voice rc age 
Of Zara? & i Re ok 

Zar, Oh, Icannot bear his frown! = *"  -meaghisy 

Ofm. Of Zara! ~ i sa 

Zar- It is dreadful to my heart, re ed 


To give you but a feeming caule for angers». 
Pardon my grief-——Alas!_ 1 cannot bear it 5.:t# % "2 
There is a painful terror in your eye’ alg at "ah 
That pierces to my foul——hil from yout, figtibe aa) | 
I go to make a moment’s: tabees sae er 3 po 

nd gather force to fpeak of my defpam~y mile 22 
ane , : ; * Bait difrdered, 
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O/m. I ftand immovable, like fenfelefs marble ; 
Horror had frozen my fufpended tongue; 

And an aftoniflrd filence robb’d my will 
Of power to tell her that fhe fhock’d my foul ! 
Spoke fhe to me?—Sure I mifunderftood her ! 
Cou’d it be me fhe left ?—What have I feen ! 

_ Enter Orafmin, 
Orafmin, what a change is here !—She’s gone, 
And I permitted it, I know not how. 

Oraf. Perhaps you but accufe the charming. fault 
Of innocence, too modeft oft in love. 

O/m. But why, and whence thofe tears ?—thofe 

_looks! that flight ! 
That grief, fo flrongly ftamp’d on every feature? - 
If it has been that Frenchman !—What a thought! 
How low, how horrid a fufpicion that ! 
*- The dreadful flath at once gives light and kills me; 
¢ My too bold confidence repell’d my caution 
© An infidel! a flave !—a heart like mine 
* Reduc’d to fuffer from fo vile a rival!’ 
But tell me, did’ft thou mark ’em at their parting ? 
Did’ft thou obferve the language of their eyes? 
Hide nothing from me———Is my love betray’d? 
Tell me my whole difgrace: nay, if thou trembleft, 
I hear thy pity fpeak, though thou art filent. 

Ora/. I tremble at the pangs I fee you fuffer. 
Let not your angry apprehenfion urge . 
Your faithful flave to irritate your anguih ; 

Idid, ’tis true, obfégve fome parting tears ; 
But they were tears Of'charity and grief: 

I cannot think there wag a caufe deferving 
This agony of paflion— 

Ofm, Why, 1 thank thee 
Orafmin, thou art wife! It con’d not be 
‘That I fhould ftand expos’d to fuch an infult. 
Thou know’ft, had Zara‘meant me the offence, 

e wants not wifdom to have hid it better: 

ow rightly didft thou judge !—Zara fhall know it, 
nd thank thy honeft fervice——After all, 

ight fh@not have fome caufe for tears, which I 
iam concera in—but the grief it gives her? 
Vhat‘an unlikely ates a poor flave, 


Who 
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Who goes to-morrow, and, no doubt, who withes,. 
Nay, who refolves to fee thefe climes no more. 

Ora/. Why did you, Sir, againft our country’s cuftom, 
Indulge him with a fecond leave to come? 

He faid, he fhou’d return once more to fee her. 

O/m, Return! the traitor! he return !—Dares he 
Prefume to prefs a fecond interview ? pi 
Wou'd he be feen again? He hall be feen ; 

But dead: TI punifh the audacious flave, - 

To teach the faithlefs fair to feel my anger. 

Be ftill, my tranfports ; violence is blind: __ 

I know my heart at once is fierce and weak ; 

* I feel that I defcend below myfelf 5 

¢ Zara can never juftly be fufpeéted 5 

* Her fiveetnefs' was not formed to cover treafon : 

¢ Yet, Ofman muft not ftpop to woman’s follies ; 

* Their tears, complaints, regrets, and reconcilements, 
* With all their light, capricious roll of changes, 

¢ Are arts too vulgar to be tried on me, 

“ It wou’d become me better to refume 

¢ The empire of my will.’ Rather than fall 

Beneath myfelf, I muft, how dear foe’er 

Ic cofts me, rife—till I look down on Zara! 
Away——but mark me thefe feraglio doors, ~ 
Againft all chriftians be they henceforth fhut, 

Clofe as the dark retreats of filent death. [Zyit Oraf. 
‘What have I done, juft heav’n, thy rage to move, 
That thou fhouldft tink me down fo low to love? 


- . [Exit 
Enp of the TairpAcr. | 
A Or ae 
il Zara, Selima. fata 


: SELIMA. 
Arn Madam! how at once I grieve your fate, 
And how admire your virtue !—Heaven permits, © 
And heaven will give you ftrength, to bear misfortune; 
To break thefe chains, fo ftrong and yet,fo dea, ~~ 
Zar. Oh, that I could fupport the fatal ftruggle! 
4 ; ta og Sele 
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Sel. Th’ Eternal aids your weaknefs, fees your will, 
Directs your purpofe, and rewards your forrows. 

Zar, Never had wretch more caufe to hope he does. 

Sed, What! tho’ you here no more behold your father! 
There is a Father to be found above, 

Who can reftore that father to his daughter. 

Zar. But I have planted pain.in Ofman’s bofoin ; 
He loves me, even to death! and I reward him 
With anguith and de{pair.—How bafe! how cruel! 
But I defery’d him not; I thou’d have been 
Too happy, and the hand of heav’n repell’d me. 

Sel, What! will you then regret the glorious lofs, 

. And hazard thus a vidt’ry bravely won? 

Zar. Inhuman vidl’ry ! thou doft not know 

This love fo powerful, this fole joy of life, 

This firft, beft hope of earthly happinefs, 

Ts yet lefs pow’rful in my heart than heaven t 

To him'who made that heart, I offer it; 

There, there, I facrifice my bleeding paffion ; 

I pour before him ev’ry guilty tear ; 

I beg him to efface the fond impreffion, 

And fill with his own image all my foul : 

But while I weep and figh, repent and pray, 
Remembrance brings the object of my love, 

And ev’ry light illufion floats before him, 

Ifee, I hear him, and again he charms ! ; 
Fills my glad foul, and fhines ‘twixt me and heav’n ! 
Oh, all ye royal anceftors! Oh, father ! ' 
Mother! you chriftians, and the chriftians’ God! - 
You who deprive me of this gen’rous lover ! 

If you permit me not to live for him, 

Let me not live at all, and I am blefs’d: 

* Let me die innocent; let his dear hand 

© Clofe the fad eyes of her he ftoop’d to love, 

* And I acquit my fate, and afk no more. 

* But he forgives me not——regardlefs now, 

* Whether, or how I live, or when I die. 
* He quits me, fcorns me——and I yet live on, 

* And talk of death as diftant.’ 

Sel, Ah! defpair not; 
Truft your eternal helper, and be happy. 

D2 


Zar 
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Zar. Why——what has Ofman done, that he too 
fhould not ? : ; 

Has heaven fo nobly form’d his heart to hate it ? 
Gen’rous and juft, beneficent and brave, 
Were he but chriftian What can man be more ? 
I with, methinks, this reverend prieft was come 
To free me from thefe doubts, which fhake my foul: 
Yet know not why I fhould not dare to hope, ; 
‘That heav’n, whofe mercy all confefs and feel, 
Will pardon and approve th’ alliance with’d: 
Perhaps it feats me on the throne of Syria, 
To tax my pow’r, for thefe’ good chriftians’ comfort. 


- ‘Thou know’ft the-mighty Saladine, who firit 


Conquer’d this empire from my father’s race, 

Who, like my Ofman, charm’d th’ admiring world, 

Drew breath, tho’ Syrian, from a chriftian mother. 
Sel. What mean you, Madam! Ah! you do not fecm 
Zar. Yes, yes--I fee it all; I am not blind: 

I fee my country and my face condemn me ; 

I fee, that fpite of all, I itll love Ofman. 

What if I now go throw me at his feet, 

And tell him there fincerely what I am? ; 
Sel. Confider—that might coft your brother’s life, 

Expofe the chriftians, and betray you all, _ 
Zar. You do not know the noble heart of Olinan. , 
Sel. I know him the protector of a faith, 

Sworn enemy to outs ;~—~The more he loves, ~ 

The lefs will he permit you to profeis 

Opinions which he hates : to-night the prieft, 

In private introduc’d, attends you here ; 

You promis’d him admiffion 

. Zar. Would T had not! 


I promis’d too to keep this fatal fecret; 
My father’s urg’d command requir’d it of me ; 
_ I mutt obey, all dangerous as it is: 


Compell’d to filence, Ofman is enrag’d, 
Sufpicion follows, and I lofe his love, 
a Enter Ofman, ‘ 
O/m. Madam! there was a time when my charm’d 
Made it a virtue to be loft in love; eart | 
When without blufhing I indulg’d my flame, 


_ ‘And every day {till made you dearer to me. 


You | 
i uf ‘ 
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You taught me, Madam, to believe my love 
Rewarded and return’d---nor was that hope, 
Methinks, too bold for reafon. Emperors 
Who chufe to figh devoted at the feet 
Of beauties, whom the world conceive their flaves, 
Have fortune’s claim, at leaft, to fure fuccefs : 
But ’twere prophane to think of power in love. 
Dear as my _paflion makes you, I decline 
Poffeffion of her charms, whofe heart’s another’s. 
You will not find-me a weak, jealous lover, 
By coarfe reproaches, giving pain to you, 
And fhaming my own greatnefs---wounded deeply,, 
Yet fhunning and difdaining low complaint, - 
I come to tell you 
Zar, Give my trembling heart 
A moment’s re{pite—— 
Ofin. * That unwilling coldnefs 
Is the juft prize of your capricious lightnefs ; 
Your ready arts may fpare the fruitlefs pains 
Of colouring deceit with fair pretences ; 
I would not wifh to hear your flight excufes ; 
* I cherifh ignorance, to fave my bluthes.’ 
Ofman in every trial fhall remember 
‘That he is emperor. Whate’er I fuffer, 
*Tis due to honour that I give up you, 
And to my injured bofom take defpair, 
Rather than fhamefully poffefs you fighing, 
Convine’d thofe fighs were never meant for me--- 
‘Go, Madam---you are free---from Ofman’s pow’r--- 
Expect no wrongs, but fee his face no more. 
Zar. At laft, ’tis come---the fear’d, the murd’ring 
moment 
Is come——and am curs’d by earth and heaven! , 
[ Lhrows herfelf on the grounds 
If it is true that I am lov’d no more 
If you- 
Ofm. It is too true, my fame requires it ; 
.It is too true, that I unwilling leave you : 
. That [ at once renounce you and adore——= 
’ Zaras----~ you weep! 
Zar. If Tam doom’d to lofe you, 
_ Hf I mutt wander o’er an empty world, 
Die Unloving: 
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Unloving and unlov’d-----Oh! yet, do juttice 

To the afflicted do not wrong me doubly ¢ 

Punifh me, if "tis needful to your peace, 

But fay not, I deferv’d it--- This, at leaft, 

‘ Believe for not the greatnefs of your foul 
Is truth more pure and facred no regret 
Can touch my bleeding heart, for I have loft. 


6 
6 

- © The rank of her you raife to ‘hare your throne. 
¢ 


I know { never ought to have been there ; -. 
‘ My fate and my defects require I lofe you.’ 
But ah! my heart was never known to Ofiman. 
May heav’n that punifhes for ever hate me, 
If | regret the lofs of aught but you. : 
Ofm. Rife---* rife, this means not love ?? 
* Zar. Strike, Strike me, heaven !”’ 
Ojm. What ! is it love to force pa to wound ° 
The heart you with to gladden ? But I find 
Lovers leaft know themfelves ; for I beliey’d, 
‘That I had-taken back the power I gave you ; 
Yet fee)!---you did but weep, and have refum’d me?! 


_ Proud as Lam+«——-I muft*confetfs, one with 


Evades my power the bleffing to forget you, 
Zara---thy tears were form’d to teach difdain, — =< 
That foftnefs can difarm it. Tis decreed, 
I mutt for ever love,----but from what icaufe; ) 
if thy confenting heart partakes my fires, © 
Art thou reluctant to a bleffing meant me ? 
Speak! ‘ Is it levity, or, isit fear? ! 
‘ Fear of a power that, but for bleffing heed 
¢ Had, without joy, been painful.’= Is it artifice ? 
Oh ! {pare the needlefs pains———Art was not ss ty 
For Zara. -Art, however innocenty- 
Looks like rane ing I abhor’@it ever. 
Zar. Alas! Ihave no art; not €ven enough?! © 
‘To hide this love and this, difres you give me, | 9. 
Ojm: New riddles | Speak with areas to oF Sa ; 
What canft thou mean 2: 
Zar. I haveyno power to fpealed its omit Pk ‘ a ‘ 
Ofm, Is it fome fecret dangerous to ini: vr iete wee 
Is it fome chriftian plot’ grown ripe apainft me? 
Zar. Lives there a-wretch fo vile as to betray you ! 
Ofman is blefs’d beyond the reach of fear; 


F ears 
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Fears and misfortunes threaten only Zara,-: 
Of. Why. threaten Zara? 

Zar. Permit me, at your feet, 

Thus trembling, to befeech a favour from you. 
Ofa. A favour! Oh, you guide the will of Ofman.. ' 
Zar. Ah! wou’d to heav’n our duties were united, 

* Firm as our thoughts and wifhes !’ But this day ; 

But this one fad, unhappy day, permit me, 

Alone, and far-divided from your eye, 

‘To cover my diftrefs, left you, too tender, 

Should fee and fhare it with me----from to-morrow, 

I will not have a thought conceal’d from you. 
© Ofm. What ftrange difquiet, from what ftranger 

, caufe! 
¢ Zar. If I am really blefs’d with Ofman’s love, ° 

¢ He will not then refufe this humble prayer.’ 

Ofm. Tf it muft be, it muft,----Be pleas’d, my will 

Takes purpofe from your wifhes ; and confent 

Depends not on my choice, but your decree: 

Go but remember how he loves, who thus 

Finds a delight in pain, becaufe you give it. 

Zar. It gives me more than pain to make you feel it, 

Ofm. And can you, Zara, leave me? 

Zar. Alas! my lord ! [Exit Zara. 

Of, [Alone.] It fhould be yet, methinks, toofoon © 
to fly me! 

Too foon, as yet, to wrong my eafy faith. 

The more I think, the lefs I can conceive, ; 

What hidden caufe fhou’d raife fuch ftrange defpair ! 

Now, when. her hopes have wings, and every with - 

Is courted tosbe:lively-!---When I love, 

And joy and egipire prefs cher to their bofom ; 

* When not alonefmelov’d, but ey’na lover : 

* Profefling.and .aeeepting ; blefs’d and bleffing ; 

* To fee her eyes, through tears, fhine myttic love ! 

* Tis mmdnefs! and I were unworthy power, 

© To fufier longer the capricious infult !’ 

Yet, was I blamelefs ?---No---I was too rath ; 

1 have felt jealoufy, and fpoke it to her; 

I have diftrufted her---and {till the loves : 

Gen’rous atonement that! ¢ and ’tis my duty 

‘ To expiate, by a length of foft indulgence, 


yw 


6 The i 


44 Z A R s AY : 
The tranfports of a rage, which {till was love. 
Henceforth, I never will fufpect her falfe; 
Nature’s plain power of charming dwells about her, 
And mnocence gives force to ev'ry word, 
T owe full confidence to all fhe’ looks, 
For in her eye fhines truth, and ev’ry beam 
* Shoots confirmation round her.’----I remark’d, 
Ev’n while fhe wept, her foul a thoufand times 
Sprung to her lips, and long’d to leap to mine, 
With honeft, ardent utt’rance of her love, 
Who can poffefs a heart fo low, fo bafe, 
To look fuch tendernefs, and yét have none 2 
* Eater Melidor with Orafimin. 
Mel. ‘This letter, great difpofer of the world ! 
Addrefs’d to Zara, and in private brought, 
Your faithful guards this moment intercepted, 
And humbly offer to your fovereign eye. , ; 
O/m. Come nearer, give it me,---To Zara---Rife ! 
Bring it with fpeed Shame on your flattering 
* diftancé----- [ Advancing, and fuatching the letters 
Be honeft,---and approach me like a fubjeéct - 
Who ferves the prince, yet not forgets the man. 
Mel. One of the chrittian flaves, whom late your 
bounty f 
© Releas’d from bondage, fought, with heedful guile, © 
Unnotic’d to deliver it- Difcover'd 
He waits, in chains, his doom from your decree. 
Ofm. Leave me! I tremble, as if fomething fatal 
Were meant me from this letter. fhou’d I read it ? 
Oraf. Who knows but it contains fome happy truth 
That may remove all doubts, and calm your heart? 
Ofm. Be it as ’twill---it fhall be read---‘ my hands , 


« 
‘ 
« 
¢ 
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« 


' ¢ Have apprehenfion that out-reaches mine ! 
am ‘ Why fhou’d they tremble thus ??----’Tis done---" 
" and now, [Opens the letter, 


Fate, be thy call obey’d Orafmin, mark——— 
‘¢ There is a fecret paffage tow’rd the mofque 3_ 
That way you might efcape ; and unperCeiy’d,: 
Fly. your obfervers, and fulfil our hope ; 
Defpife the danger, and depend on me, 
Who wait you, but to die if you deceive.” _ ; 
we Hell! tortures! death ! and woman !---What, oe 
c 


” 


Are we awake ? Heard’ftthou ? Can this be Zara ? 
Oraf. Wow'd I had loft all fenfe---for what I heard 
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Has cover’d my afflicted heart with horror. 


‘To an affront like this you cannot 
Remain infenfible 


Ofm. Thou fee’ft how I am treated } 
Oraf. Monftrous treafon ! 


You, who but now, 


From the moft flight fufpicion, felt fuch pain, 
Muft, in the horror of fo black a guilt, 
Find an effectual cure, and banifh love, 


Of/m. Seek her this inftant---go, Orafmin, fly--- 


Shew her this letter---bid her read and tremble ; 
Then, in the rifing horrors of her guilt, 
Stab her unfaithful breaft, and let her die.’ 


Say, while thou ftrik’tt 


4 
‘ 
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' _pity. me ; 
I will think firft a moment—Let that chriftian 
Be ftrait confronted with her---Stay---I will, 
I will---I know not what !’ 


Wou’d I had dy’d, unconfcious of this fhame ! 


This fountain of her tears, which my weak heart 


Ora/. Never did prince receive fo bold a wrong, 


O/m. See here detected this infernal fecret ! 


Miftook for marks of tendernefs and pain ! 
Why ! what a reach has woman to deceive ! 
Under how fine a veil of grief and fear 

Did the propofe retirement ’till to-morrow ! © 
And TI, blind dotard! gave the fool’s confent, 


Sooth’d her, and fuffer’d her to go ! 


Diffolv’d in tears; and parted to betray me ! 


€ 


« Affert your greatnefs ; and refolve like Ofman.’ 


* Grew loud in praifing! whofe half-envy’d virtue 
¢ 


‘ 


6 
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© Oraf, Reflection ferves but to confirm her guilt. 


At length refume yourfelf ; awaken thought ; 


muft not 


Stay, flay, return and 
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Wou’d I were dead! 


She parted, 


‘ Ofm. Nereftan, too---Was this the boafted honour 9 
* OF that proud. chriftian, whom Jerufalem 


I wonder’d at myfelf; and felt difdain 

To be but equal to a chriftian’s greatnefs ! 
And does he thank me thus ; bafe infidel ! 
Honeft, pretending, pious, praying villain ? 
Yet Zara is a thoufand times more bafe, 


More hypocrite, than he ? A flave ! a wretch! 


So 


| 
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* So low, fo loft, that even the vileft labours, _ 
* In which he lay condemned, could never fink him 
* Beneath his native infamy Did fhe not know 
¢ What I have done, what fuffer’d,---for her fake ?” 
Oraf: Cou’d you, my gracious lord! forgive my zeal, 
You wou’d 
Ofm. 1 know it---thou art right---I’ll fee her--- 
{ll tax her in thy prefence ;---I’ll upbraid her. 
Tl let her learn---Go---find, and bring her to me. 
‘ Oraf. Alas, my lord! diforder’d as you are, 
*« What can you with to fay ? 
¢ Ofm. 1 know not, now--- 
¢ But I refolve to fee her---left fhe think 
© Her falfehood has, perhaps, the power to grieve me. 
Oraf. Believe me, Sir, your threat’nings, your 
- complaints, 


~ What will they all produce, but Zara’s tears 


To quench this fancy’d anger! Your loft heart, 
Seduc’d againft itfelf, will fearch but reafons 
To juttify the guilt, which gives it pain: 
Rather conceal from Zara this difcovery ; 
And let fome trufty flave convey the letter, 
Reclos’d, to her own hand---then fhall you learn, 
Spite of her frauds, difguife, and artifice, 
The firmnefs, or abafement of her foul. 
Ofin. Thy counfel charms me ! We'll about it now. 
¢ *Twill be fome recompence, at leaft, to fee . 
¢ Her blufhes when detected.’ 
¢ Oraf. * Oh, my lord ! 
¢. I doubt you in the trial for your heart ~~~ 
‘ Ofm. Diftruft me not---my love, indeed, is weak, 
¢ But honour and difdain more ftrong than Zara,’ 
Here, take this fatal letter---chufe a flave . 
Whom yet fhe never faw, and who retains 
His tried fidelity---Difpatch---begone 


[Exit Orafmin, 
Now, whither fhall I turn my eyes and fteps, 
The ‘fureft way to fhun her: and give time 
For this difcovering trial ? Heav’n! fhe’s here £ 
Enter Zara. 
So, Madam ! fortune will befriend my caufe, 
And free me from your fetters.---You are met 


~ Moft 
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Mott aptly, to difpel a new-ris’n doubt, 

That claims the fineft of your arts to glofs it. 
Unhappy each by other, it is time 

To end our mutual pain, that both may reft > 

You want not generofity, but love ; 

My pride forgotten, my obtruded throne, 

My favours, cares, refpect, and tendernefs, 
Touching your gratitude, provok’d regard ; 

*Till, by a length of benefits befieg’d, ; 
Your heart fubmitted, and you thought ’twas love: 
But you deceiv’d yourfelf and injured me. 

There is, I’m told, an objeét more deferving 

Your love than Ofman I wou’d know his name ; 
Be juft, nor trifle with my anger : tell me 

Wow, while expiring pity ftruggles faint ; 

While I have yet, perhaps, the pow’r to pardon : 
Give up the bold invader of my claim, 

And let him die to fave thee.’ Thou art known; 
Think and ‘efolve---While I yet fpeak, renounce him ; 
While yet the thunder rolls fufpended, ftay it ; 

Let thy voice charm me, and recall my foul, 

That turns averfe, and dwells no more on Zara, 

Zar, Can it be Ofman fpeaks, and {peaks to Zara? 
Learn, cruel! learn, that this afflicted heart, 
This heart which heav’n delights to prove by tortures, 
Did it not love, has pride and power to fhun you. 

* Alas! you will not know me! What have I 
‘ To fear, but that unhappy love you queition ? 
¢ That love which only cou’d outweigh the fhame 
*« I feel, while I defcend to weep my wrongs’ 
I know not, whether heav’n, that frowns upon me, 
Has deftin’d my unhappy days for yours ; 
But, be my fate or bleis’d or curs’d, I fwear 
By hotiour, dearer ev’n than life or love, 
Cou’d Zara be but miftrefs of herfelf, - 
She wou’d, with cold regard, look down on kings, 
And, you alone excepted, fly ’em all. 
‘ ‘Wou’d you learn more, and open all my heart ? 
‘ Know then, that, fpite of this renew’d injuttice, 
* Ido not—cannot with to love you lefs : 
‘ That, long before you look’d {fo low as Zara 
‘ She gave her heart to Oman; yours, before 
* Your 
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_ Ofman fhould difbelieve it ?—Again, again 
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© Your benefits had bought her, or your eye: 
¢ Had thrown diftinétion round her; never had, 
© Nor ever will acknowledge other lover :?—— 
And to this facred truth, attefting heaven, 
T call thy dreadful notice! If my heart 
Deferves reproach, ’tis for, but not from Ofman. 
Ofm. * What! does fhe yet prefume to fwear fincerity 1% 
Oh, boldnefs of unblufhing perjury ! 
Had I not feen; had: I not read fuch proof 
Of her light falfehood as extinguifh’d doubt, 
I cou’d not be a man, and not believe her. 
Zar. Alas, my lord! what cruel fears have feiz’d you? 
What harfh, myfterious words were thofe I heard ? 
Ofm. What fears fhould Ofman feel, fince Zara loves 
_ Zar. I cannot live and anfwer to your voice [him? 
In that reproachful tone; your angry eye 
Trembles with fury while you talk of love. 
Ofm. Since Zara loves him ! 
Zar. 1s it poflible ‘ 


Your late-repented violence returns 
Alas! what killing frowns you dart againft me! 
Can it be kind? Can it be juft to doubt me? 
Ofn. No; I can doubt no longer—You may retire, 
[Bat Zara. 


Re-enter Orafmin, 
Orafmin, fhe’s perfidious, even beyond 
Her fex’s undifcover'd power of feeming ; 
¢ She’s at the topmoft point of fhamelefs artifice 
* An emprefs at deceiving! Soft and eafy, —~ 
* Deftroying like a plague, in calm tranquility ; 
« She’s innocent, fhe fwears—fo is the fire ; 
¢ It fhines in harmlefs diftance, bright and pleafing, 


_ * Confuming nothing till it firft embraces.’ 


Say ; haft thou chos’n a flave ?---Is he inftruéted ? 
Hatte do detect her vilenefs and my wrongs. 

Oraf. Punctual I-have obey’d your whole command ; 
But have you arm’d, my lord, your injur’d heart 
With coldnefs and indifference ? Can you hear, 

All painlefs and unmov’d the falfe one’s fhame # 

Ofm. Orafmin, I adore her more than ever. 

Oraf, My lord !. my emperor ! forbid it, heaven! — 

Oj. 
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O/m. T have difcern’d a gleam of diftant hope ; 
* This hateful ¢hriftian, the light growth of France, 
‘ Proud, young, vain; amorous, conceited, rath, 
+ Has mifconceiv’d fome charitable glance, + 
And. judg’d it love in Zara: he alone, 
: Then, has offended me, Is it her fault, 
' If thofe fhe charms are indifcreet and daring ? 
Zara, perhaps, expected not this letter ; 
And 1, with rafhnefs groundlefs as its writer’s, 
Took fire at my own fancy, and have wrong d her,’ 
Now hear me with attention---Soon as night 
Jas ‘thrown her welcome fhadows o’er the palace ; 
Vhen this Nereftan, this ungrateful chriftian, 
hall lurk in expeétation neat our walls, 
¢ watchful that our guards furprize and feize him ; 
‘hen, bound in fetters and o’erwhelm’d with {hame, 
onduct the daring traitor to my prefence :--- . 
ut, above all, befure you hurt not Zara ; 
findful to what fupreme excefs I love. [Exit Oraf, 
n this laft trial all my hopes depend ; 
rophet, for once thy kind affiftance lend, 
ifpel the doubts that rack my anxious breait, 
Zara’s innocent, thy Ofman’s blett. [Ewit. 


Enp of the Fourru Act. 
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. ZARA, 

\OOTH me no longer, with this vain defire ;- 
). To a reclufe like me, who dares henceforth 
efumé admiffion ! the feraglio’s thut 
rr’d and impafiable- as death to time ! +o 
7 brother ne’er. muft hope to fee me more ;——« 
w now ! what unknown flave accolts us here? 

Enter Melidor, 
Mel. This letter, trufted to my hands, receive, ~~ - 
fecret witnefs 1 am wholly yours. 

[Zara reads the leters 

rel. te do.) Thou alas ass ruler of the. world ! op 
Si 


Shed thy wifh’d mercy on our hopelef tears ; 
Redeem us from the hands of hated infidels, 
And fave my princefs from the breaft of Oiman. 
Zar. Iwith, my friend, the comfort of your counfel 
Sel. Retire---you fhall be call’ d----wait near----Go, 
leave us. [£ait. Mcl 
Zar. Read this, and tell me what I ought to anfiver: 
For I would gladly hear my brother’s voice. 
Sel, Say rather you would hear the voice of heav’n, 
?Tis not your brother-calls you, but your God. 
Zar. 1 know it, nor refilt his awful will; 
Thou know’ft that I have bound my foul by oath 5 
But can I---ought I---to engage myielf, 
My brother, and the chriftians, in this danger ? 
Sel. *Tis not their danger that alarms your fears ; 
Your love fpeaks loudeft to your fhrinking foul ; 
* I know your heart of ftrength to hazard all, 
* But it has let in traitors, who furrender 
* On poor pretence of fatety :---Learn at leaft, 
* To underftand the weaknels that deceives you : 
¢ You tremble to offend your haughty lover, _ 
* Whom wrongs and outrage but endear the more; — 
“* Yes----you are blind to Ofman’s cruel nature, 
* That Tartar’s fiercenefs, that obfcures his bounties ;* = 
This - tyger, favage in his tendernefs, 
Courts with contempt, and threatens amidit foftnefs 5 _ 
Yet, cannot your neglected heart efface 
His “fated, fix’d impreffion ! 
Zar. What: reproach 
;Can Ih with juftice make him ? 
“Have - given him,caufe to hate me! 
Was not his throne, was not his temple ready ? 
Did he not court his flave to be a queen, 
And have not I declin’d it >——I who ought 
To tremble, confcious of affronted power ! 
Have not I triumph’d o’er his. pride and love ?_ 
Seen him fubmit his own high will to mine; 
And facrifice his wifhes to. my weaknefs ? 
Sel. Talk we no more of this nohapey paffion : 
What refolution will your virtue take ? 
Zar. All things combine to fink me to defpair : ; 
From the feraglio death alone will free.me. ©. 
Hes 5 1 : z Tlong 
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I long to fee the chriftians’ happy climes ; 
Yet in the moment, while I. form that prayer, 
1 figh a fecret with to languifh here. 
How fad a ftate is mine! my reftlefs foul 
All igh’rant what to do, or what to wifh ? 
My only perfect fenfe is that of pain. 
Oh, guardian heav’n! protect my brother’s life, 
For I will meet him, and fulfil his prayer : 
Then, when from Solyma’s unfriendly walls, 
His abfence fhall unbind his fifter’s tongue, 
Ofiman fhall learn the fecret of my birth, 
My faith unfhaken, and my deathlefs love 4 
He will approve my choice, and pity me. 
Tl fend my brother word he may expect me. 
Call in the faithful flave——God of my fathers ! 
{Exit Selima. 
Let thy hand fave me, and thy will direct. 
Enter Selima and Melidor. 
Go—tell the chriftian who intrufted thee, 
‘That Zara’s heart is fix’d, nor fhrinks at danger ; 
And-that my faithful friend will, at the hour, » 
Expect, and introduce him to his with. 
Away——the fultan comes ; he mutt not find us. 
» » [Exeunt Zara and Sclima, 
Enter Ofman aad Orafmin. 
O/m. Swifter, ye hours, move on; my fury glows. 
Impatient, and wou’d pufh the wheels of time. 
How now! What 'meflage doft thou bring? Speak boldly: == 
What anfwer gave the to the letter fent her? 
Mel. She blufh’d and oo and grew pale, and 
aus’d. 
Then bludeds and 'téad it ; and again grew pale; 
And wept, and finil’ d, and doubted, and refolv’d : 
For after all this race of varied paffions, 
When fhe had fent me out, and call’d me back, 
Tell him (fhe ery’d) who ‘has intrufted thee, 
That Zara’s heart.is fix’d, nor fhrinks ‘at danger ; 
And that my faithful friend will, at the hour, 
Expect; and introduce him to hig: with. 
Ojn. a Sane Sa ae have no ear for more.—. 


[To the flaves 
cave me, thou too, Orafiath’ pate me, life, 
ay [Zo Orafmin. 
| E2 For 
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’ For ev’ ry mortal afpect moves my hate’: 
Leave me to my diftraction———‘-I grow mad, 
_ And cannot bear'the vifaSe of a friend, 
© Leave mé to rage, defpair, and fhame, and wrongs; 
© Leave me to feck myfelf——and fhun mankind.’ 
[Exit Orafmin. 
Whoam I ?t:Heav’ n! Whoam I? What refolve I? 
‘Zara !: Nereftan ! found thefe words like names 
Decreed to join ?.--Why paufe 1 ?----Perifh Zara —— 
Wov’d I cou’d tear her image from my heart: 
« *Twere happier not to-live at all, than live 
* Her fcorn,: the {port of an ungrateful falfe one 1 
* And fink the fov’reign: in a womawt’s: propenye CF 
Re-enter Orafmin. ~~ - 
Orafmitids-sFriend ! return, I cannot bear 
This abfence from thy reafon : *twas unkind, 
*Twas cruel to obey me, ~thus-diftrefs’dy~ © 
And wanting pow’r to think, when-T Had loft hee, 
How goes the:-hour ?. Has he appear’d, this tival?. | 
Perith the {hameful found——This villain catadhiont ete 
Has he appear’d below ? 7 
Ore. Silent and dark, 
Th? unbreathing world is huth’d, as if it: ‘Hieard, 
* And: liftened to your forrows. 
Ofm. Oh, treach’rous night ! 
Thou lend’tt thy ready veil:to ev'ry: treafon, ; 
And teeming mifchiefs thrive beneath thy: thades 
* Orafmin, “prophet, reafon, truth, and love ! 
* After fuch length of benefits, to‘wrong me !: 
» $ dow have I over-rated, how miftaken, 
The merit of her beauty !__-Did I not 
Forget I was a‘monarch'? Did I'remember 
That Zara’ was a flave? ——I gave up all ; 
Gave up tranquility, diftinction, pride, 
And fell the fhameful victim of my love! 
* Oraf. Sir; fovereign, fultan, ip imperial mafter ! 
© Refleét on your own greatnels, 
* The diftant provocation.’ : 
_ Ofm, Hark! Heard’ft thou rnothing 
» Orafe My lord! 
 Ofm A voice, like’ dying ee 
Ora. 1 liften,;but"enn hear nidthing. 
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Ofm. Again !—look out—he comes —~ 
Oraf. Nor tread of mortal foot—nor voice I hear; 
The {till feraglio lies, profoundly plung’d 
[In death-like filence! nothing ftirs.—The air, 
Is foft, as infant fleep, no breathing wing 
Steals thro’ the fhadows, to awaken night. 
- Of. Horrors a thoufand times more dark than thefe, 
Benight my fuff’ring foul Thou doft not know 
To what excefs of tendernefs I lov’d her: 
[ knew no happinefs, but what fhe gave me,. 
Nor cou’d have felt a mis’ry but for her ! 
Pity this weaknefs——mine are tears, Orafmin, - 
That fall not oft, nor lightly. 
Oraf. Tears ! Oh,. heaven ! af 
* Ofm.. The firft which ever yet unmann’d my eyes | 
+ Oh! pity Zara pity me Orafmin. 
+ Thefe but forerun the tears of deftin’d blood.’ 
Oraf. Oh, my unhappy lord !---I tremble for you---= 
O/m, Do—tremble at my fufferings, at my love ; 
At my revenge too, tremble———for ’tis due, 
And will not be deluded. 
Oraf. Hark! I hear 
Lhe fteps of men, along the neixhb’ring wall ! 
, Ofm Fly —feize him—"tis Neréfian! Wait'no chains,, 
But drag him down, to.my impatient eye.. [Ait Orat. 
Enter Zara. and Selima, in the dark.» 
Zar, Where art thou,, Selima? Give me thy hand, 
[t is fo dark, I tremble as F ftep, 
With fears and ftartings, never felt *till now ! 

Ofia., Damnation! ’tisher voice! the well-known :found,. 
That has fo often charm’d me into bafenets ! 


* Oh, the,perfidious hypocrite! fhe- goes 
‘ To meet th’ inviting infidel !—_———now,. now,” 
[Drawing a daggers. 


Revenge, ftand/firm, and-intercept his wifhes ;— 
Revenge ! On whom ?---No matter---Earth and: heaven. 
Wou’d. bluth,. fhou’d.L forbear :. now---Zara, now ! 

| [Drops the dagger. 
, muft not, cannot ftrike,. the: ftarting fteel, 

nwilling, flies my hand, and fhuns to wound her. 

Zar. This is the private path----come nearer,, lead’ 
ire We. not.notic’d, think’ft thou ?. [me——- 
E 3 ; Sele. 
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Sel. Fear not, Madam ; } 
It cannot now be long, eré we fhall meet him. 
Ofn. That iis has giv en me back thy ebbing rage+-s 
[Recovers the dagger. 
Zar. \: stale in’ terror, and my heart forebodes. 
Who’s there ?---Nereftan! Is it you ?-.-O welcome--- 
Ojm. {Stabbing ber.| ‘This to thy heart ~’Tis not 
7 the traitor meets thee," 
’Tis the betray’d---who writes it in thy blood. 


Zar. Oh, gracious heaven! receive my pirting foul, 
And take thy 4rembling fervant to thy mercy---- (Dies. 
Ofu. Soul!---then revenge has reach’d thee---J will 


Hiafte from this fatal place---I cannot leave her! > [now 
Whom did I ftrike ? Was this the act of love ?-" 


“Swallow’me, earth '!---She’s filent---Zara’s dead! ! 


And fhou’d I live to fee returning day, 
*Twill ftiew me but her blood !---fhew me left joylefs, 
ina wide, empty world, with nothing round me, 
But penitence and pain=--And yet, “twas juit:--- 
Hark! Deftiny has fent her lover to me, 
To fill my vengeance, and feftoré my joy. 
Enter Orafmin with Neretfan. 
Approach,: thou wretch !° thou‘more than. curs’d ! come 
‘Thou who, in gratitude for freedom gain’d, [near 
Haft giv’n me miferies beyond thy own !> => * 
Thou heart of hero with a traitoy’s foul! 
* Go-:-reap thy due reward, ‘prepare to fuffer, 
¢ Whate’er inventive malice can inflia, 
* To make thee feel thy death; and’ perih flow,’ 
Ate:‘my commands obey’d?° ~ : 
Oraf, All is prepar’d. 
Ofn. Thy wanton eyes look round, in fearch of het 
Whofe Tove, defcending to a flave like thee, © 


‘From my difhonour’d hand receiv’d her doom, 


See! where the lies 
“Ner. Oh, fatal, rath miftake | 
oe ihe Dott. thou behold her, flave ? 
Ner. Unhappy fitter ! 
"Opis: Sifter ! Did’ thou fay fitter ? If thou ci, 


; Re me withtdeafnefs, heaven! 


fer. Tyrant! i did 
She was my fifter — All that now is left tx 
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Difpatch—— From ‘my diftracted heart drain’ next 
The remnant of the royal chrittian blood : 
Old Lufignan, expiring in my arms, 
Sent his too wretched fon, with his lait bleffing, 
To his now murder’d daughter ! ; 
‘Wow'd I had feen the bleeding innocent ! 
T-wou’d have liv’d to fpeak to her in death ; 
Wou’d have awaken’d in her languid heart, 
A livelier fenfe of her abandon’d God: 
That God, who left by her, forfook her too, 
And gave the poor loft fufferer to thy ‘rage. 
Ofz. Thy fifter!'—Lufignan her tather—Selima ! 
Can this be true ?---and have I wrong’d thee, Zara‘?* 
Sel, Thy love was all: the cloud, ’twixt her. and 
heav’n! 

Ofna. Be dumb——for thou art bafe, to add diftraction . 
"To my already mote than bleeding heart..." 
And was thy love fincere ?---What then remains ? 

Ner. Wiy fhou’d a. tyrant hefitate on murder! ~ 
There now remains but mine, of all the blood 
Which, through thy father’s cruel reign and thine, 
Has neverceas’d to flream on Syria’s fands. ; 
Reftore a wretch to his unhappy race ; 

Nor hope that torments, after fuch a fcene, 
Can force one feeble groan, to feaft thy anger. 
I walte my fruiflefs words in empty air ; 

The tyrant, o’er the bleeding wotnd. he made, 
Hangs his unmoving eye, and heeds not me. 

O/m. Ch, Zara! r 

O*a/. Alas, my lord, return———whither wou’d grief 
Tran{port your gen’rous heart ?---This chriftian dog--- 

‘Ofn. Take off his fetters, and obferve my will: 

To him and,all his friends give inftant liberty : 
Pour a profufion of the richeft gifts 

On thefe unhappy chriftians ; and when heap’d 
With vary’d benefits, and charg’d with riches,. 
Give ’em fafe conduct to the neareft port. 

- Oraf. But, Sir . 

Ofm. Reply not, but obey.—— 
Fly---nor difpute thy mafter’s laft command, 

Thy prince, who orders---and thy friend, who loves thee! 
Go—lofe no time—farewel—begone—and thou ! 
ee Unhappy 
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Unhappy warrior---yet lefs loft than I-—— 

Hafte trom our bloody land---and to thy own,. 

Convey this poor, pale object of my rage. . 
Thy king,. and all his chriitians, when they. hear 

Thy miferies, fhall mourn ’em with their tears ; 

But, if thou tell’ft °em mine, and tell’it ’em truly, 

They who fhall hate my crime, fhall pity me. - 

Take, too, this poniard. with thee, which my hand 

Has ftain’d with blood far dearer than my. own ; 

Tell ’em---with this I murder’d her b lov’d.; 

‘Fhe nobleft and mo‘ virtuous among women !: a, 2 
The foul of innocence, and pride of truth: 
Tell’ ’em I laid my empire at her feet > 

/ «Tell ’em I plung’d my dagger in her blood’; 

Tell ’em,, I fo ador’d---and thus reveng’d her. 


[ Stabs himself 
_ Rev’sence this hero~--and' conduct him fafe. [Dies 


: 
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; 
Ner. Direct me, great infpiver of the foul ! 
How fhou’d I act, how judge in. this. diftrefs.2 
Armazing grandeur ! and detefted:rage | Tg 
Ev’n IJ, amidit'my tears, admire this foe, ‘4 
And mourn his death, who. liv’d to,give me woe,. 


Exp of the Firru. Act. \ 


E Pie. 


3 ae a ey 


Pei § TH 1s) 71a hs WUeands 


ERE, take a furfeit, Sirs, of being jealous, 

_ And foun the pains that plague thofe Turkifh fellows: 
Where love and death join hands, their darts confounding + 
Save us, good heaven, from this new way of wounding. 
Cursd climate! where to cards a lone-left woman 
Has only one of her black guards to fuimmon ! 

Sighs, and fits mop'd, with her tame beaft to gaze ats 
And that cold treat, is all the game fhe plays at! 

For, Joould foe once fome abler hand be trying, 
Poniard’s the word! and the firft deal is---dying ! 


g - 
life ! foou'd the bloody whim gét ground in Britaing 
Where woman's freedom has fuch heights to fit ons 
Dagger, provok’d, would bring on dfolation ‘ 
And murder'd belles unpeople half the nation | 


Fain wou'd I hope this play, to move compaffion ; 
And live, to hunt fufpicion out of fa/bion. 
Four motives firongly recommend the lover's 
Hate of this weaknefs that our feene difcovers. 


Fisft then---A woman will, or won't---depend ont 3 
If foe will do’t, foe will :---and, there's an end ont, 

ut, if Joe won't---fiace fafe and found your truft is, 
Fear is affront: and jealoufy injuftice. 


Newi,---he who bids his dear do what fhe pleafes, 
Blunts wedlock’s edge; and all its torture eafis : 
Far---not to feel your fuffrings, is the fame, 

As not to fuffer :---All the diff’rence---name. 


Thirdly---The jealous hufoand wrongs his honour 3 
No wife goes lame, without fome hurt upon her : 
And the malicious world will fill be guefing, 

Who oft dines out, diflikes her own cook’s drefing. 
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Fourth, and laftly,---to conclude my lecture, 
Tf you wou'd fix the inconflant wife---re/pek here 
She who perceives her virtues over-rated, 
bs Will fear to have tl? account more juply fated : 
. ‘And borrowing, from her pride, the good wife's feeming, 
Grow really fuch-«-to merit your efeemings : 
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To Her Grace the 


Ducwess of Portfmouth, 


Mapam, 


E R.E it poflible for me to let the world know, 
_ how entirely your Grace’s goodnefs has devoted a 
poor man to your fervice: were there words enough in 
fpeech to exprefs the mighty fenfe I have of your great 
bounty towards me; furely I thould write and talk of it 
for ever : but your Grace has given me fo large a theme, 
and laid fo very vaft a foundation, that Imagination wants 
ftock to build upon it. 1 am as one dumb, when I would: 
{peak of it: and, when I ftrive to write, L want a fcale 
of thought fuflicient to comprehend the height of it. 
Forgive me, then, madam, if (as a poor peafant ouce made _ 
a prefent of an apple to. an Emperor) I bring this {mall tri- 
bute, the humble growth of my little garden, and lay it at. — 
your feet, Believe it is paid you with the utmolt grati- 
tude : believe, that, fo Jong as1 have thought to remember 
how. very much I owe your very generous nature, I 
will-ever have a heart that fhall be grateful for it 
too. Your Grace, next heaven, deferves it amply 
from me: that gave me life, bat on a hard condition, 
till your extended favour taught me. to prize the gift, 
and took the heavy. burthen it was clogged wich trom 
me, I mean hard fortune. . When I had enemies, that 
with malicious pawer kept back and fhaded me from thofe — 
royal beams, whofe warmth is all.I have, or hope to live 
by ; your noble pity and compaflion found me, where 1 
was caft backward from my blefling, down in the rear of. 
fortune, called me up, placed me in the fhine, andI have: 
felt its comfort. You have in that reftored me to my native 
right: fora fteady faith, and loyalty tomy Prince, was all. — 
the inheritance. my father left me ;. and, however. hardly 
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my ill fortune deal with me, ’tis what I prize fo well, that 
I never pawn’d it yet, and hope I fhall never part with it. 
Nature and Fortune were certainly in league, when you 
were born; and as the firft took care to give you beauty 
enough to enflave the hearts of all the world ; {o the other 
refolv’d to do its merit juftice, that none but a monarch 
fit to rule the world thould e’er poffefs it; and init hadan 
empire. The young prince you have given him, by his 
blooming virtues, early declares the mighty itock he came. 
from ; and as you have taken all the pious care of a dear 
mother, and a prudent guardian, to give him a noble and 
gencrous education ; may it fucceed according to his me~ 
rits and your wifhes : may he grow up to be a bulwark to 
his illuftrious father, and a patron to his loyal fubjects 5 
with wifdom and learning to affift him, whenever called 
to his councils; to defend his right againft the incroach- 
ments of republicans in his fenates ; to cherifh fuch men 
as fhall be able to vindicate the royal caufe ; that good and 
fit fervants to the crown may never be loft, for want of a 
prote&tor. May he have courage and conduét fit to fight: 
his battles abroad, and terrify his rebels at at home : and, 
"that all thefe may be yet more fure, may he never, during 
the fpring-time of his years, when thofe growing virtues 
ought with care to be cherithed in order to their ripening, 
may he never meet with vicious natures, or the tongues of 
faithlefs, fordid, infipid flatterers, to blaft em. ‘To con. 
clude, may he be as great as the hand of Fortune (with 
his honour) fhall be able to make him ; and may your 
Grace, who are fo good a miftrefs, and fo noble a pa- 
‘tronefs, never meet with a lefs grateful fervant, than, 


Madam, 
Your Grace’s ; 
all 342 londi - Intirely devoted Creature, 
BAGH gor rit aclisgsaho't RECs te Ie 


ea 
me Ok O° Gu 


TI N thefe diftradted times, when each max dreads 
Che bloody frratagems of bufy heads 

When «we had fear’d three years we know not-avhat, : 

Till witneffes began to die o th’ rot ; } 

What made our poet meddle with a plot? - 

Was't that he fancy’d for the very Jake 

And name of plot, his trifling play might take ? 

For there's uot in’t one inch-board evidence, 3. at } 

But *tis, he fays,. to reafon plain and fenfe 5. } 

And that he thinks a plaufible defence. 

Were truth by fenfe and reafon to be try’dy 

Sure all our fwearers might be laid afide. 

No; of fuch tools our author has no need, 

To make his plot; or make his play Succeed 5 

Ee of Black Bills has no prodigious tales, 

Or Spanifh pilgrims caft afhore in Wales ; 

Here’s not one murder’d magiftrate, at leafh,; ~ 

Kept rank, like ven’ fon for a city feaft, ela Vid. 

Grown four days fiff} the better to prepare - ie: 

And fit his pliant limbs te ride. in chair. Sos 

Vet here’s ax army rais’d, tho under ground, . ; 

But no man feen, nor one commiffion found :. 

Here is a traytor.too,-that’s vcry-old, 

Turbulent, fubtle, .mifchievous, and bold. 

Bloody, revengeful, and---to crown-his part, 

Loves fumbling with a wench with ail his heart : 

Till, after hawing many changes paft, 

In fpite of age (thanks ? heav'n) is hang’d-atlafi¢: ... 

Next is a fenator that keeps a whoresy 6) ‘ 

In Venice none a higher office Fore, — Lata cktn veers 

To lewednefs ev'ry night the leacher ran3: Pit rod é 

Shew me, all London, fuch another man... coors oe oon fe 

Match him at Mother Crefwell*s,. if you Citte ? gsi op - : j hs 

O Poland! Poland! had it been.thy lot — ~* 

T” have héardsin time of this Venetian plot, «88% « 

Thou furely cho/en hadf one king from thencey 

4nd honour'd them, as thou haft England fince... 
ae : Aj 
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DRAMATIS PERSONAE: 


MEN. 
‘eve ain. Drury-lane.. 

Duke of Venice Mr. Mahon.. Mr. Branfby.. 
*Priuli, father of —. ’ 

Belvidera - - Mr. Hull. _ Mr. Aickins. 
Bedamar, theSpa- 

nifh ambafiador ~ Mr. L’Eftrange. Mr. Packer. 
Jaffer, marriedto 

Belvidera ~ - Mt. at Mr. Reddith.. 
Pierre, friend to. 
Fafier - - Mr.Sheridan. Mr. Benfley. 


Confplrators. 


Renault - - Mr. Clarke. Mr. Jefferfon. 
Elliott - - Mr. Fox. Mr. Wrightens 
Spinofa - - Mr. Thompfon. © Mr. Wright. 
Theodore - Me Young. Mr. Griffith. 
Ww O M E N. 
Belvidera, yas pias ; 
texto Priult, i aera ee Young: 
waarried to Faffier nes, ett "4 


trois women,. atti on Betvidera, 
The council of ten. 


Oficer, guard, nen executioner, and rabbles._ - 


Be ar pith iets: my nal 
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WENICE PRESERV’D: 
OR; 


A PLOT (DISCOVER'D. 


ALi Ou yERE ol: 

2S c EN E, Z Street in Venice. . 
pid Foen and Jaffer. 
P Riu... Je, 


ie) pas Pll hear no more! Regane and leave: 


Fa, oF Not thea’ me! By amy fufferings but you hall ! 
My lord, my lord! I’m pot that abjectwretch | 
You think me.. Patience! -where’s the diftance throws. 
Me back fo far, but I may boldly. fpeale: ; 
In right, tho’ proud oppreffion will not hear me a 
Pri. Have you.not wrang’d.me ? ? 
. Jaf. Could my nature e’er. 
Have brook’d injuftice, or the doing wrong, . 
I need not now, thus low have bent myfelf. 
Togaina hearing from a cruel father... 
Wesong’d you }. : } 
Pri. Yes,.wrong’d me!) In the nicelt pas 
“The honour of my houfe, you’ve done me wrong... 
ee may y remember (for I now will fpeak,. _ ine 
AG. 
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And urge its bafenefs) when you firft came home - _ 
From travel, with fuch hopes as made you look’d on;. 

By all men’s eyes, a youth of expectation ; 

Pleas’d with your growing virtue, I receiv’d you; 
Courted, and fought to raife you to your merits: 

My houfe, my table, nay,.my fortune too, 

My very felf was yours ; you might have us’d me. - 

To your beft fervice ;-like an‘open friend 
Etreated, trufted you, and-thought you mine: | 

-When, in requital of my beft endeavours, 

You treacheroufly pra&is’d to undo me; 

Seduc’d the weaknefs of my age’s darling, 
My only child,. and ftole her from my bofom. . __ ___ 
Oh! Belvidera! ; 

aff. "Tis to me you owe her: 

 Childlefs you had been elfe, and in the grave 

Yonr name extin&; no more Priuli heard of.- 

You may remember, {carce five years are paft, . 

Since in your brigantine you fail’d to fee 

The Adriatick wedded by our Duke; 

And I was with you: your unfkilful pilot 

Dath’d upon a rock ; when to your boat 

You made for fafety :. enter’d firlt your felf;. 

Th’ affrighted Belvidera, following next, 

As'fhe tood trembling on the-veifel’s fide,. 

Was by a wave wafh’d off into the deep :. 

_ When inftantly I plung’d into the fea, + > 
And buffeting the billows-to her refcue, LX sah lao 
Redeem’d her life with halfthe lofs of mine: 

Like a rich conqueft, in one hand I ‘bore.her,.. 
And with the other dafh’d the faucy waves;. 

That throng’d and prefs’d'to rob me of my ‘prizes. 
I brought her, gave her to your defpairing arms: 
Indeed you thank’d me; but. nobler gratitude 

?Rofe in her foul: for from that hour-fhe-lov’d me, © 
*Till for her life fhe paid me with herfelf. 

Pri. You ftole her from me ; like a thief you ftole her, 
At dead of night ; that curfed-hour you chofe 
‘To rifle meof all’ my heart held-dear. ~ waNGe 
May all your joys in-her prove falfe, like reiki a . 

? : d ert 
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A fterile fortune, and a barren bed; 
Attend you both; continual difcord make 
Your days and nights bitter and grievous ftill ; 
May the hard hand of a vexatious need a 
Opprefs and grind you; till at laft you find 
The curfe of difobedience all your portion. 
aff. Half your,curfe you have beftow'd in vain 5 
Heav’n has already crown’d our faithful loves 
With a young boy, fweet as his mother’s beauty : 
May he live to prove more gentle than his grandfire, 
ae happier than his father. 
Pri. Rather live ; 
To bate thee for his bread, and din yeur ears 
With hungry cries; whilft his unhappy mother . 
Dits down and weeps in bitternefs of want, 
Jaf: You talk as if ’twould pleafe you, 
Pri. ’Twould, by heav’n! 
‘ Once fhe was dear indeed; the drops that fell 
‘ From my fad heart, when the forgot her duty, 
‘ The fountain of my life was not fo precious —, 
‘ But fhe is gone, and, if I am aman, ; 
‘I will forget her,’ f Mane Rs 
_ Jaf; Would I were in my grave! 
Fel And fhe too with fae t ei Gaede 
For, living here, you’re but my curs’d remembrancer,. 
[ once was happy. me 
af; You ufe me thus, becaufe you know my foul ~ 
is fond of Belvidera. You perceive ¥ 
My life feeds un her, therefore thus you treat me.. 
Oh! could my foul-ever have found fatiety ; 
Were I that thief, the doer of fuch wrongs 
As you upbraid me with, what hinders me 
But I might fend her back to you with ‘contumely;. 
And court my fortune where fhe would be kinder ? 
Pri. You dare not do’t. 
Jaf Indeed, my Lord, I dare not. ' 
My heart, that awes me, is too much my mafter: 
hree years are pait, fince firft our vows were plighted, 
uring which time, the world muft bear me, witnels, 
ve tteated Belvidera like your daughter, ie 
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~ The daughter of a fenator of Venice : 


Diftintion, place, attendance, and obfervance,. | 
Due to her birth, fhe always has commanded. 
Out of my little fortune I’ve done this ; - 
‘Becaufe (tho’ hopelefs.e’er to win your nature): 
The world might fee I lov’d her for herfelf ; 
Not as the heirefs of the great Priuli. 

Pri. No more. 

Fag. Yes, all, and then adieu for ever. — 
‘There’s not a wretch, that lives on common charity, 
But’s happier than me: for I have known 
The lufcious fweets of plenty ; every night 
Have flept with foft content about my head,. 
And never wak’d, but to a joyful morning : 
¥et now mutt fall, like a full ear of corn, 


“ 


_ Whofe bloffom *fcap’d, yet’s wither’d in the ripening,. 


Pri. Home; and be humble; ftudy to retrench;. 
Difcharge the lazy vermin of thy: hall, ’ 
Thofe pageants of thy folly : 


Reduce the glitt’ring trappings of thy wife 


To humble weeds, fit for thy little ftate : 

Then, to fome fuburb cottage both retire ; phe: 

Drudge to feed loathfome. life; get brats and ftarve—- 

Home, home, I fay. [ Exits 
Fag. Yes, if my heart would let me 

This proud, this fwelling heart: home I would go, 

But that my doors are hateful to my eyes,. : 

Fill’d and damm’d- up with gaping creditors. 

Pve now not fifty ducates in the world, —‘ 

Yet ftill I am in love, and pleas’d with ruin. - 


Oh! Belvidera! Oh! fhe is my wife 


And we will bear our wayward fate together,. 
But ne’er know comfort more, 


Enter Pierre. 


Pier. My friend, good-morrow. 4 
How fares the honeft partner of my heart? 
What, melancholy! not a word to fpare me ! 


Jaf: Vm thinking, Pierre, how that damn’d flarving ~ 


Call’d honefty, got footing in the world, [quality, 
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Pier. Why, powerful villany firft fet it.up, — 
Tor its.own eafe and fafety. Honeft men : 
Are the foft eafy cufhions on which knaves - 
Repofe and fatten. Were all mankind villains, 
They'd ftarve each other ; lawyers would want practice, 
Sut-throats rewards: each man would kill his brother 
Himfelf ; none would be raid or hang’d for murder. 
Honeity | *twasa cheat invented firtt | 
To bind the-hands of bold deferving rogues, 
That fools and cowards might fit fafe in power, 
And Jord it uncontroul’d above their betters, 

af. Then honeity is but 2 notion ? 

Pier. Nothing elfe: 
Like wit, much talk’d of, not to be defin’d : s 
He that pretends to moft, too, has leaft fhare in’t. 
'Tis a ragged virtue. Honefty! no more on’t, 

Jaf. Sure thou art honeft? > 

Pier. So, indeed, men think mes 
But they are miftaken, Jaffier: Iam a rogue 
As well as they; . ; 
A fine, gay, bold-fac’d villain as thou feeftme., 
Tis true, I pay my debts, when they’re contratted 3 
J fteal from no man‘; would not cut a throat 
To gain admiffion to a great man’s purfe, 
Or a whore’s bed; P’d not betray my friend . 
To get his place or fortune ; I {corn to flatter 
A blown-up/ fool above, to crufh the wretch beneath me § 
Yet, Jaffer, for allthis lama villain. — 

Jaf A villain ! 

Pier. Yes, anda moft notorious villain ; 
To fee the fufferings of my fellow-creatures; 
And own myfelf a man ; to fee our fenators 
Cheat the deluded people witha thew 
Of liberty, which yet they ne’er muft tafte of. 
*They fay, by them-our hands are free from fetters 5 
Yet whom they pleafe they lay in bafeft bonds ; 
Bring whom they pleafe to infamy and forrow ; 
Drive us, like:wrecks, down the rough tide of power, 
Whilft no hold:is to fave us from dettruction. 
All that bears this.are villains; and I one, 

Not to roufe up at that great call of nature, 
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And check the growth of thefe domettic fpoilers, 
That make us flaves, and tell us, tis our charter. 
Jaf. ‘ Oh, Aquilina! Friend, to lofe fuch beauty, 
© The deareft purchafe of thy noble labours! ; 
She was thy right by conqueft, as by lovey . t 
Pier. «Oh! Jafher! I had fo fix’d my heart upon her, 
“¢ That, wherefoe’er J fram’d a {cheme of fife, 
« For time to come, fhe was my only joy, 
€ With which I wifh’d to fweeten future cares 
«I fancy’d pleafures, none, but one that loves © 
© And doats.as I did, can imagine like’em: 
« When in the extremity of all thefe hopes, 
© Tn the moft charming hour of expectation, — 
“Then, when our eager wifhes foar the higheft, 
© Ready to ftoop.and grafp the lovely game, ~ 
© A haggard owl, a worthle(s kite of prey, 
* With his foul wings, fail’d in, and {poil’d my quarry. 
Jaf. ‘1 know the wretch, and {corn him as thos 


» Shat’ftshim.. 
Pil ‘ Curfe on the common good that’s fo pro- 
me S-tected ® tid 


« Where every flave, that heaps up wealth enough» 
€ To do much wrong, becomes the lord of right! 
* I, who believ’d no ill- could e’er come near me, 
« Found in the embraces of my Aquilina’ 
© A wretched, old, but itching fenator ; 
© A wealthy fool, that had bought out my title ;- “1 
* A rogue that ufes beauty like a lamb-fkin, 
© Barely to keep him warm; that filthy cuckow too 
«Was, in my abfence, creptinto myneft, 
« And fpoiling all my ‘brood of nchle pleafure. 

Faff. * Did’ thou not chace him thence ? 

Pier. ‘¥ did, and drove 
¢ The rank old bearded Hirco ftinking home. - ALS 
« The matter was complain’d of inthe fenate, . oF t 
« I fammon’d to appear, and cenfur’d. bafely, 
‘ For violating fomething they call’d privilege——~ 
* This was the recompence of all my fervicez) 
* Would I’d been rather beaten by a coward, M 
© A foldier’s miftrefs, Jaflicr;ois his religion; a 
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© When that’s profan’d, all others ties are broken : 
© That even diffolves all former bonds of fervice: 
* And from that hour J think mytelf as free 
* To be the foe, as e’er the friend of Venice --- 
‘ Nay, dear revenge, whene’er thou call’ft, ’'m ready. 
Faff. 1 think no fafety can be here for virtue, 
And grieve, my friend, as much as thou, to live 
Tn fuch a wretched {tate as this of Venice, 
Where all apree t0 {poil the public good ; 
And villains fatten with the brave man’s labours. f 
Pier. We've neither fafety, unity, nor ppt my friend, 
For the foundation’s lof of common good ; 
Juftice is lame, as well as blind, amongtt us; 
‘The laws (corrupted to their ends that make ’em) 
Serve but for initruments of fome new tyranny, 
‘That every day ftarts up, t’ entlave us deeper. * 
Now could this glorious caufe but find out friends 
To do it right, Oh, Jaffier! then might’it thou” 
Not wear thofe feals of woe upon thy face; 
The proud Priuli fhould be taught humanity, 
And learn to value fuch a fon as thou art. 
I dare not fpeak, bat my heart bleeds this moment. " 
Jaf. Curs’d be the caufe, tho’ J, thy friend be part on 
Let me partake the troubles of thy befor, 
For 1.am us’d to mis’ry, and perhaps 
May finda way to {weeten’t to thy fpirit- > 
Pier. Too foon ’twill reach thy ee! Popeater 
Jaf. Then from thee - 
Let it proceed. There’s virtue in thy friendthip, © 
Would make the faddef tale of forrow pleafin ea ” 
Strengthen my conftancy, and welcome ruin. 
_ Pier. Then; thou art ruin’d! 
. Faff. That [long fince knew ; 
Tand ill-fortune have been long acquainted. 
Pier. I pats’d this very moment by thy doors, 
‘And found them guarded by a troop of villains ; 
‘The fons of public rapine were dettroying. 
Sa told ine, by the fentence'‘of the law, 
hey had commiffion to feize all thy fortune: 
more, Priuli’s cruel hand had jign’d it, 
Vout - B Here 
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Here ftood a ruffian with an horrid face, Zs 
Lording it o’er a pile of -maffy plate, 
Tumbled into a heap for public fale ; 
There was another making villanous jelts 
At thy undoing : ‘he had ta’en -poffeffion 
’ OF -all thy ancient moft«domeflic ornaments, 4 
Rich hangings intermix’d and wrought with gold ; 
“The very bed, which on thy wedding-night 
Receiv’d thee to the arms of Belvidera, 
The fcene of all thy joys was violated, 
By*the coarfe hands of filthy dungeon villains, 
And thrown amongit the common lumber. © 
aff, Now thank heaven 
Pier. Thank heaven! for what? 
Pri That ?’m not worth a ducat. 
jer. Curfethy dull tars, and the worft fate of Venice 
Where brothers, friends and fathers are all falfe ; 
‘Where there’s no truth, no truft; where innocence 
St nder vile oppreffion, and vice lords it. 
H u but feen, as I did, how at lait 
Th auteous Belvidera, like a wretch 
hat’s doom’d to banifhment, came-weeping forth, 
™ Shining thro’ tears, like April-funs in thowers, 
« That labour to o’ercome the cloud that loads’em ; ~ 
- Whilft two young virgins, on whofe arms fhe lean’d 
Kindly look’d up, and at-her grief grew fad, 
As if they catch’d the forrows that fell from her ;. 
Ev’n the lewd rabble, that were gather’d round 
To fee the fight, ftood sae when they beheld her; . 


' * Govern’d their roaring throats, and grumbled pity ; 


Icould have hugg’d the greafy rogues: they pleas’d me, 
‘af. Uthank thee for this‘ftory, from any foul ; 

Since now I know the worit that can bef me. 

‘Ah, Pierre! I have a heart that could have borne © 

The rougheft wrong my fortune could have done me ; 

But when I think what Belvidera feels, 

The bitternefs her tender {pirits tafte of, 

Town myfelf a coward: bear my weaknefs ; , 

If, throwing thus my arms about thy neck, 

I play the boy, and blubber in thy bofom. _ 
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@h! I thall drown thee with my forrows.. 
Pier, Burn, 
Firft, burn and level Venice to thy ruin. 
What! ftarve, like beggars brats, in frofty seathec, 
Under a hedge, and whine ourfelves to death! 
Thou; or thy caufe, fhall never‘want afliftance, 
Whilft 1 have blood or fortune fit to ferve thee: 4, 
Command my heart, thou’rt every way its mafter: 
Jaf. No, there’s'a fecret pridein bravely dying. . 
Pier. Rats die in holes and corners, dogs run mad; 
Man knows a braver remedy for forrow ; 
Revenge, the attribute of gods; they ftamp’d i it, 
With their great image, on our natures. Die! 
Confider well t!.¢ caufe, that calls upon thee: 
And, if thou’rt bafé enough, die then. Remember, 
Thy ‘Belvidera fuffers ; 3 Belvidera,! eas 
Die----damn firft----What! be decently interr’d 
In a church-yard, and mingle thy brave dult 
With ftinking rogues, that rot in dirty winding: 
Sorfeit-flain fools, the common dung o’th’ foil 
Jaf. Oh! 
Pier. Well faid, out with’t, fwear a little----+=- 
Jaf. Swear! By fea.and air; by earth, by Heal, 


Twill revenge my Belvidera’s tears. [and hell,, 
Hark thee, my.friend---Priyli---is---a fenator. ny 
Pier. A dog. hp ye 
Ff. Agreed. , f 


Pier. Shoot him. 
Jaf: With all my hearts. » 
No more.; where hall we meet at night ? 
Pier. Vl tell thee ; 
On the Rialto, every night at twelve, 
Ttake my evening’s walk of meditation ; U 
There we'two’ll meet, and talk. of precious , 
Mifchief- , 
Jaf Varewel., . ; * 
Pier. At twelve, 


pies any hour; my plagues 


ill keep me waking. 4 [Exix Pier. 
ll me why, good Meaven, . 
By22 Thos 
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‘Thou mad’ft me what Iam, with all the fpirit, 
Afpiring thoughts and elegant defires, 
‘That fill the happieft man 2 Ah rather why 
Didi. thou not form me fordid as my fate, 
Bafe-minded, dull, and ft to carry burthens? - 
Why have I fenfe to know the curfe that’s on me? 
Is this juit dealing, Nature? Belvidera! 


Enter Belvidera. 


Poor Belvidera ! 
Bel. Lead me, lead me, my virgins, . 


To that kind voice. My lord, my love, my vets 


Happy my eyes, when they behold thypeface | 

My heavy heart will leave its doleful beating 

At fight of thee, and bound with {prightfal j joys. 

mile! as when-our loves were in their {pring, 

And chear my fainting foul, 

Jaf, As when our loves 
We 1. {pring Has then our fortune chang’d? 7 
Ast ot, Belvidera, ftill the fame, ; 
Kind."good, and tender, as my arms firt found thee? 

j eo artalter’d, w here.thall I have harbour ? 
“Where eafe my loadid heart ? Oh ! where complain ? 
Bel. Does this appear like change, or love decays tee 

When thus I throw myfelf into thy bofom, 

. With all the refolution of ftrong truth! 

Beats not my heart, as ’twould alarum thine 

*To a new charge of blifs? I joy more in thee, 

Than did thy mother, when fhe huge’d thee firit, 

“And blefs’d the Gods for all her travel paft. 

Jeg. Can there in woman be fach Bloriows faith? 
Sure,all ill ftories of thy fex are falfe! 

Oh woman! lovely woman! Nature made thee , 
To temper man: we-had been brates without you} 
Angels are painted fair to look like yow: 
‘Therejg in you all thag we believe of Heavens 
Amazing brightnefs, purity and truth, 
Eternal joy, ‘and everlaiting love. ° 

Bel. If love be treafure, we'll be wond’rous am, 
I have fo much, my heart ey furely break withes 
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Vows can’t exprefs it.’ When I would declare 

How great’s the joy, Pm dumb with the big thought; | 

i fwell, I figh, and labour with my longing. . 

O! lead me to fome defart wide and wild, .. 

Barren a8 our-misfortunes, where my foul : 

May have its vent, where I may. tell aloud 

To the high Heavens, and ev’ry lift’ning planet, . 

With what a boundlefs fhock my: bofom’s fraught ; : 

Where 1 may throw my eager arms about thee, 

Give loofe to love, with kiffes kindling joy, 

And Jet off all the fire that’s in my heart. 

Jaf Oh; Belvidera! doubly I’m a beggar : ° 
Undore by fortune, and in debt to thee. : 
Want, worldly want, that hungry meagre fiend, 

Is at my heels, and chaces me in view. i 

Can’ft thou-bear cold and hunger? Can thefe limbs, 

Fram’d for the tender offices of love, — 

Endure the bitter gripes of fmarting poverty? - 

When banith’d by our miferies abroad ae 

(As fuddenly we fhall be) to feek out hi 

In fome far.climate; where our names are ftrangers,.. 

For charitable fuccour ; wilt thou then, ; i 

When in a bed of .ftraw we fhrink together, 

And the bleak-winds fhall whiftle round our heads 5: 

Wilt thou then talk thus tome? Wilt thou then 

Huth my cares thus, and fheltez me with love ? 

Bel.. Qh! [ will love thee, even in madnefs love thee ; . 

Tho’ my diftraéted ferifes fhould forfake me,_ 

I'd find fome intervals, when my poor heart: 
Should ’fwage itfelf, and be let foofe to thine. : 

Tho’ the bare earth be all our refting-place, _ 

Its roots our food, fome clift.our habitation, 

71] make this arm a pillow for thine head ; : 

And as thou fighing ly’ft, and fwell’d with forrow,. * 

Creep to thy bofom, pour the blam of love — “— 

Into thy foul, and kifs'thee to thy*reft ; 

Then praife our Gods, and watch thee till the morning. . 
® Fof® Hear this, you Heav’ns! and wonder +how yous 
bed made her: 

"Reign, reign, ye Somat that divide the world, . 


Buly; 
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Bufy relig‘on ne’er will let you know 

‘Tranquibty and happinefs like mine ; x 

Like guady fhips, the obfequious billows fall, 

And rife again, to lift you in your pride ;. 

‘Vhey wait but for a ftorm, ard then devour you: 

lin my private bark already wreck’d, 

Like a poor merchant driven to unknown land, 

‘That had by chance pack’d up his choiceft treafure 

{n one dear cafket, and fav’d only that; 

Since [ mult wander farther.on the fhore, 

‘Thas hug my little, but my precious ftore, tiie 
Refoly’d ta {corn, and truft my fate no more. [ Ex. . 


¥ 
. Eno of the First. Acr. 


ys Eee oh me as te 
* Enter Pierre and Aquilina. 
© AQUILINA. 


4 Y all thy wrongs; thou’rt dearer to my arms 

« BR Than all the wealth of Venice. Prithee, ftay,, 
And let vs love to night, 
Jer. No: there’s fool, ; 
‘Phere’s fool about thee. When. a woman fells 
Her fleth to fools, het beauty’s loft to me; 

‘They leave a tainted fully, where they’ve pafs’d » 
There’s fuch a baneful quality about %em, 

B’en {poils complexions with their naufeoufnels ;. 
They infe& all they touch: I cannot think | 
Of taiting any thing that a fool has pall’d. ON Sl 
‘ Aqui, | loath and {corn that fool thou mean’fty as much. . 
* Or more than thou can’t; bur the beaft has gold,’ ° A 
* That makes him neceflary ; power too, (eta S 
“ To qualify my charaéter, and poife me 


« 
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* Equal with peevith virtue, that beholds 
‘ My liberty with envy. In their hearts 
« They’re loofe as 1 am; but an ugly power 
‘ Sits in their faces, and frights pleafure from them. 
‘ Pier. Much good may’t do you, madam, with your 
‘ fenator. + 
* Aqui. My fenator! Why, can’ft then think that 
‘ wretch : 
: Bite fill’d thy Aquilina’s arms with pleafure ? 
* Think’ thou, becaufe I fometimes give him leave 
‘ To foil himiir at what he is unfit for; 
« Becaufe I force myfelf t’endure and fuffer him, 
© Think’ft thou T love him? No, by all the joys 
« Thou ever gav’it me, his prefence is my penance, 
‘The worl thing an od man can be’s a lever, 
‘ A mere memento mori to poor woman, 
“I never lay by. his decrepid fide, 
£ But all that night I ponder on my grave. 
© Pier. Would he were well fent thither, 
* Aqui.’ That’s my with too : 
« For then, my Pierre, I might have caufe, with betiare; 
‘ To play the hypocrite. ‘Ob! how I could weep 
« Over the dying dotard, and kifs him too, 
‘Jn hopes to fmother him quite ; then, when the time | 
* Was come to pay my forrows at his funeral, 4 
¢ (For he has already made me heir to treafures 
* Would make me out-acta real widow’s whining) 
* How could I frame my face to fit my mourning } ‘ 
* With wringing hands attend him to his grave ;. 
« Fall fwooning on his hearfe; take mad poffeffion 
« E’en of the difinal vault, where he lay buried ; 
* There, like th’ Ephelian matron, dwell, till nee 
«My lovely foldier, com’it to my deliverance ; > 
« Then, throwing up my veil, with open arms 
« And laughing eyes, run to new dawning joy. 
* Pier. No more: I’ve friends to meet me bess tO= 
« Kd night, 4 
* And muft be private. As you prize my friendthip, 
-* Keep up your coxcomb ; Jet him not pry, nor liften, 
pie Noe frifk about the houfe, as.1 have feen him, 
: Ee te IK: 
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‘Like a tame mumping fquirrel with a bell on; 
‘ Curs will be abroad to bite him, if youdo. . 
‘ Aqui, What friends to meet! Main’t I be of your 
; ‘council? . ’ ; 
‘ Pier, How! a. woman atk queftions out of bed ! 
' ©Go to your fenator ; afk him what paffes 
‘-Amongft his brethren : he'll hide nothing from you; 
«But pump not me for politics. No more!’ , 
© Give order, that whoever in my name 
© Comes here, receive admittance. So good night, 
‘ Aqui. Mutt we ne’er meet again! embrace no more? 
* Is love fo foon and utterly forgotten ? 
‘ Pier. As you henceforward treat your fool,.’ll think 
Saenttiv 
© Aqui, Curs’d be all fools, and doubly curs’d myfelf, 
‘The work of fools—I die, if he forfake me; ° 
*-And how to keep him, Heaven or hel! inftrua& me. 
[fxit.> 
S.C E N:E,. she Rialto. 


Enter Jaffier. 


Jaf. Vm here ; and thus, the fhades of night around 
Tlook as if albhell were in my heart, [me, 
And lin hell. Nay, furely ’tis fo with me !—— 

For every ftep I tread, methinks fome fiend 
Knocks at my breaft, and bidsit not be quiet. | 
I’ve heard how defperate wretches, like myfelf,.. 
Have wander'd out at this dead time of night, 

To meet the foe of mankind in his walk. — 

Sure I’m fo curs’d, that, tho’ of Heav’n forfaken,., 
No miniiler of darknefs. cares to tempt me. 

Hell, hell! why fleep’it thou? - 


Enter Pierre. 
Pier. Sure I’ve ftaid too lone: . : 


The clock has ftruck, and I may lofe my profelyte..- 
Speak, who goes there? \ i ‘3 
| Faff. A dog, that comes to howl ¥ “" 
At yonder moon.. What’s he, that afks the queftion? © 
Piers 

. ; 


¢ 
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Pier. A friend to dogs, for they are honeft creatures, 
Aud ne’er betray their mafters ; never fawn 
On any that they: love not. Well met, friend 
Jafter! rey 

Jaf. The fare! 0 Pierre, thou’rt come in feafon, 
‘1 was juft going to pray. 

Pier, « Ahj that’s mechanic ; 

« Prieits make a trade on *t, and yet flarve by t, too, 
* No praying; it fpoils bufinefs, and time’s precious. 
Where’s Belvidera * 

Faff. For a day or two 
I’ve lodg’d her privately, till i (ee farther 
What fortune will do for me. Prithee, friend, 

If thou would’ft have me fit to hear good countel, 
Speak not of Belvidera—— 
- Pier, Speak not of'her ! 

Jaf. Oh, no! 

Pier. Nor name her? May be I with her well. 

Jaf. Whom well? 

Pier. Thy wife ; thy lovely Belvidera. 

I hope a man may with his friend’s wife well, 
And no harm dene, 
. Fag. Yare merry, Pierre, ; 
Pier. Tam fo: 
Thou fhalt finile too, and Belvidera file : : 
We'll all rejoice. Here’s fomething to buy pins ; 
Marriage i is chargeable, ~ [Gives him a ‘ptorfe 

Jaf: 1 but half with’d 
To fee the devil, and he’s here already. Well ! 

What muft this buy? Rebellion, murder, treafon ? 
Tell me, which way I muft be damn’d for this. 

Pier. When laft we parted, we’d no qualms like thefe, 
But entertain’d each other’s thoughts like men 
Whofe fouls were well acq uainted. Is the world 
Reform’d fince our lait meeting ? What new miracles 
Have happen’d ? Has Priuli’s heart relented ? 

Can co be honeft ? 
; Kind Heav’n, let heavy curfes 


Gall his old age ; cramps, aches rack his bones, 
ii ee ’ : And 
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And bitterett difquiet ring his heart. ‘ 
‘ Ch! let him live, till life become his burden ;, 
‘ Let him groan under’t long, linger an ape 
* In the worft agonies and pangs of death, 
* And find its eafe, but late. e , 
Pier. Nay, could’ft thou not 
As well, my friend, have ftretch’d the curfé-to alb 
‘The fenate round, as to one fingle villain ?. 
. Saf: But curfes fick not: Could I kill»with curfing, | 
By Heaven I know not-thirty heads.in Venice: 
Should not be blafted, Senators fhould rot 
_ Like dogs on dunghills: ‘But their wives and daughters , 
'§ Die of their own difeafes.’: Oh! for a curfe - 
To kill with 
Pier. Daggers, daggers are much better, 
Jaf. Ha! 
Pier. Daggers. 
“Faf. But where are they ?. 
Pier. Oh! A thoufand: 
May be difpos’d of, in honeft hands, in Venice; 
FoF. Thou talk’t in clouds. 
Pier. But yet a heart, half wrong’d 
As thine has been, would find the meaning, Jaffer, 
Faf. A thoufand daggers,‘all in honeft hands ! . 
And have I not a friend will ftick one here! _ a. 4 
Pier. Yes, if I thought thou wert not to be cherifh’d: 
_'T’a nobler purpofe, I would be that friend ; 
But thou hait better friends ; friends whom thy wrongs 
Have made thy friends; friends worthy to be call’d fo. | 
V'll traft thee with a fecret: There are fpirits 
‘This hour at work.—But as thou’rt a man, 
Whom I have pick’d and chofen from the world, 
Swear that thou wiit be.true to what I utter; 
And when I’ve told thee that which only gods, | | 
_ And men like gods, are privy to, then {wear 
No chance or change hall wreft it from thy bofom. 
Saf; When thou would’ bind me, is there need of 
oaths ? 
«.Green-fickne(s girls lofe maidenheads with fuch counters. 
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For thou’rt fo near my heart, that thou may’ft fee- 
Its bottom, found its {trength and firmnefs to thee. 
ls coward, fool, or villain in my face ? 

If I feem none of thefe, I dare believe 

Thou would’ft not ufe me in a little caufe ;_ 
For'l.am fit for honour’s rougheft tafk ; 

Nor eyer yet found fooling was my province’: 

And for a villainovs, inglorious enterprize, 

] know thy heart fo well, I dare lay mine 

Before thee, fet it to what point thou wilt. 

Pier. Nay, ’tis a caufe thou wilt be fond of, Jaffier 5 

For it is founded on the nobleft bafis ; ; 

Our liberties, our natural inheritance. ~ 

‘There’s no religion, no hypocrify in’t; 

We'll do the bufinefs, and ne’er faft and pray for’t ; 
Openly aéta deed the world may gaze. 

With wonder at, and envy when ’tis done.. 

aff. For liberty ! 

Pier. For liberty, my friend. 

Thou fhalt be freed from bafe Priuli’s tyranny, 
And thy fequefter’d fortunes heal’d again : 

J thall be fiee from thofe opprobrious wrongs, 

That prefs me now, and bend my {pirit downward ; 
All Venice free, and every growing merit 

Succeed to its juft right: fools fhall be pull’d 

From wifdom’s feat ; thofe baleful unclean birds, 
Thofe lazy owls, who (perch’d near fortune’s top) 
Sit only watchful with their heavy wings 

‘To cuit down new-fledg’d virutes, that would rife 
To nobler heights, and make the grove harmonious. 

Jaf; What canIdo? 

Pier. Canf thou not kill a fenator? 

Jaf. Were there one wife or honeft, I could kill him 
For herding with that neft of fools or knaves. 
By all my wrongs, thou talk’itas if revenge 

Were to be had ; and the brave ftory warms me. 
Pier. Swear then ! 
‘Faff 1 do, by all thofe glittering ftars, 

‘And yon great ruling planet of the night ; 

By all good pow’rs above, and ill below ; 


By 
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By love and friendfhip, dearer than my life, 
No pow’r or death fhall make me falfe to thee. ' 
Pier, Here we embrace, and I’ll unlock my heart. ‘ 
A council’s held hard by, where the deftruction 
_Of this great empire’s hatching: there I’ll lead thee. ~ 
But be a man! for thou’rt to mix with men 
Fit to dilturb the peace of all the world, 
And rule it when ’tis wildefi——-——- 
.  Faff: 1 give thee thanks oh. 
For this kind warning Yes, Vl be a man ; 
And chirge thee, Pierre, whene’er thou fee’ft my fear 
Betray me lefs,. to rip this heartof mine j 
Out of my breaft;-and thew it for a coward’s. 
Come, let’s be gone, for from this hour I chace 
All little thoughts, all tender human follies 
Out of my befom: Vengeance fhall have room: _ 
Revenge ! ’ 
Pier. And liberty! ~ d , et. 
af. Revenge ! x 
_ Pier. And liberty ! 
yaf. Revenge! revenge 


4 


— [Bxeunt. 
‘ The SCENE changes to Aquilina’s houfe, the Greek cour- 


LeZan. 


. Enter Renault. 


Ren. Why was my choice ambition ? the worft ground — 
A wretch can build on! ’Tis, indeed at diftance, Ta 
A goodly profpect, tempting to the view ; , . 
The height delights us, and the mountain-top ‘ : 

ooks beautiful, becaufe ’tis nigh to Heav’n, 
But we ne’er think how fandy’s the foundation, 
What ftorms will batter, and what tempeits fhake us, 
“‘Who’s there ? Toorag 


‘Enter Spinofa. © 


Spin. Renault, good-morrow, for by this time 
think the feale of night has turn’d the balance, 
i pe ‘ Ani 


' 
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And weighs up morning? Has the clock ftruck twelve? 
Ren. Yes; Clocks wiil go as they are fet: but man, 

rregular man’s-ne’er conitant, never certain : 

*ve {pentiatleatt thtee precious hours of darknefs 

in Weiting dull attendance ; ‘tis the curfe 

Of diligent Virtue to be mix’d, like mine, 

With giddy tempers, fouls but half refolv’d. 3 
Spix. Hell feize that foul amongét us it can frighten. 
Rea. What's then the caufe that I.am here alone? 

Why are we not together? : 


Enter Eliot. 


2, Sir, welcome? 
You are an Englifhman : when treafon’s hatching, 
Dne might have thought you’d not have been behind- 
in. what whore’s lap have you been lolling ? {hand. 
sive but an Englifhman his whore and eafe, 
Beef, and a fea-coal fire, he’s yours for ever. 

Zi. Frenchman, youare faucy. | 

Ren. How ! 


Enter Bedamarithe Ambaffador, Theodore, Bramveil, Du- 
rand, Brabe, Revillido, Mezzano, ‘Ternon, Retrofi, 
Confpirators. x 


Bed. At difference; fie! ; 
is this a time for quarrels? Thieye®and rogues 
fall out and*braw! : fhould men of your high calling, 
Men feparated by the choice of Providence 2 
From the grofs heap of mankind, and fet here 
in this aflembly as in one great jewel, 
I’adorn the braveft purpoieite’er fmil’don; 
Should you, like boys, wrangle for trifles? 
, Ren. Boys, ; 
Bed. Renault, thy hand. 
Ren. I thought I’d given my heart 
Long fince to every man that mingles here ; 
But grieve to find it trufted with fuch tempers, 
Phat can’t forgive my forward heart its weaknefs. 
_ Ben. Eliot, thou once had’ft virtue. * L have feen - 
ae) oP ee Cc Thy 
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Thy ftubborn temper bend with god-like goodnefs,” 
‘Not half thus courted : ’Tis thy nation’s glory 
To hug the foe that offers brave alliance. 
One more embrace, my friends—we’ll all take: hands, 
United thus, we are the mighty-engine ib 
Mukt twift the rooted empire from its, bafis. . 
Totters it not already ? 
Bi. Would ’twere tumbling. 
Bed. Nay, it fhall down ; this night we fel its ruin, 


Enter Pietre. 


Oh, Pierre ! thou art welcome. » 
Come to my breatt, for by its hopes thou, look’ ft 
Lovelily dreadful; and the fate of Venice _ 
Seems on thy fword already. Oh, my Mars! 
The poets that firft feign’d a god of war, 
Sure prophefy’d of thee. 
Pier. Friend, was not Brutus, 
(I mean that’ Brutus, who in open fenate 
Stabb’d the firft Czfar that ufurp’d the world) 
Agallantman? ; 
Ren. Yes, and Cataline too; 
‘Tho’ ftory wrong his fame, for he confpir’d 


- "To prop the reeling glory of his country ; 


His caufe was good. 
Bed, And our’s as much, above it, 
As, Renault, thou’rt fuperior to Cethegus, 
Or Pierre to Caffius. | ; 
Pier. Then to what we aim at. 
When do we ftart? or muft we talk for ever? 


Bed. No, Pierre, the deed’s near baaaliy fate feems $i 


haye fet 

“The bufinefs up, and given it to our care 5. 
I hope there’s not a heart or hand amongft us, 
But what is firm and ready. 

All. All. 
We'll die with’ Bedamar 

Sed. O mien 
WN. archlefs !-as will your glory be hereafter: © 
‘Lhe game is for a matchlefs prize, | if won: 


~ 
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If loft, difgraceful ruin. 
» Ren. “Who can lofe it? 
* The public ftock’s a beggar ; one Venstans 
© Trufts not another. Look into their ftores 
* Of general fafety ; empty magazines, 
< A tatter’d fleet, a murmuriag unpaid army; - fe 
* Bankrupt nobility, a harrafs’d.commonality,, 
« A faétious, giddy, and divided fenate, 
“Ts ali the ftrength of Venice : let’s deftroy it ; 
* Let’s fill their magazines with arms to awe then: ; 
« Man out their fleet, and make their trade maintain it ; 
, Let loofe their murmuring army on their matters 
« 'T'o pay themfelves with piunder lop their nobles 
« To the bafe roots whence moft of them firk fprung ; 
* Enflave the rout, whom {marting will make homble # 
« Turn out their droning fenate and poflefs:.) 2 4 
‘ That feat of empire which oar fouls were fram’d for. 

- Pier. Ten thoufand men are armed at your neg, 

Commanded all by leadersfit to guide - 

A battle for the freedom of the world: 

This wretched ftate has ftarv’d them in its fervice = 
And, by your bounty quicken’d, theyre refolved 
To ferve your glory, and revenge their own: 
They’ve alltheir diferent quarters in this city, 
Watch for the alarm, and grumble’ tis. fo tardy. 

Bed..1 dowbt not, friend, but thy unwearied dilige ace 
Flas fi11] kept waking, and thall have.eafe;~. , 
After this night it is refolv’d we meet 
No more, till Venice owns us for her lords. 
Pier. How lovelily the Adriatic whore, 
Drefs’d in her fames, will fhine? Devouring Ramed 
Such as fhall burn her to the watery bottom, 

And hifsin her foundation. 
Bed. Now if any 
Amongit us, that owns this glorious canfe, 
Have Pea or intereft he'd with to fave, 
Let it be told: the general doom is feal’d 
But I’d forego the hopes of a world’s empire, 
Rather sey ee the bowels of my friend. 
Cuze Pier. 
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Pier. Imuft confefs,you there have touch’d my weaknefs 
Thave a friend ; hear it! fuch a friend, 
My heart was ne’erfhutto him. Nay, I tell you: 
He knows the very bufinefs of this hour ; 
But he rejoices in the caufe, and loves it: 
We've chang’d a) vow to live and die together, 
And he’s at hand to ratify it here, 
Ren. How’! ‘all betray’d'! 
Pier. No--P’ve nobly dealt with you, - oe 
Uve brought my all into the public ftock: 
id but one friend, and him I’! thare amongft you: © 
Receive and cherith him ; or if; when feen 
And fearch'd,-you find him worthlefs ; as my tongue 
Has Iedg’d this fecret in his fuithfl breaft, 
To eafe your fears, I wear a dagger here 
Shall rip it out again, and give you reft. . 
Come forth, thou only good I e’er could boatt of. 


Enter Jafier, with a Dagger. 


Bed. Bis prefence bears the thew of manly virtue. 

Jaf know )su’ll wonder all, that thus uncall’d 
} dare-approach this place of fatal councils ; ; 
But I’m amengit you, avd by heav’n it slads me 
Tofee fo many virtues thus united : 

To reflore juftice, and dethrone oppreffion. 
Command this fword, if you would have it quiet, 
Into this breaft ; but, if you think it worthy 

To cut the throats of reverend rogues in robes 
Send me into the curs’d' aflembled jenate* 

It fhrinks net,tho’ I meet a father there. 

Would you.behold this city flaming? here’s * | 
A hand hall bear a lighted torch at noon Fused 
To th’arfenal, and fet its gates on fire, bere 

Ren. You talk this well, Sir, 

Jaf. Nay—-~by Heaven I'll do this. 
Come, come, I read diftruft in all your faces: . 
You fear me villain, and indeed it’sicdd ~ 
‘Te hear a ftranger talk thus, at firtt meeting, 

Of matters that have been fo well debated ; 
But I come ripe with wrongs, as you with councils. 


Phew 
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Thate this fenate, am a foe to Venice: 

A friend to none, but men refolv’d like me 
“To pufh on mifchief. Oh! did you but know me, , 

TIneed not talk thus!~ . 

Bed. Pierre, 1 muft embrace him, 

My heart beats to this man, as'if itknew him. _ 

Ren, I never lov’d thefe huggers, 
Faf. Still 1 fee - 

The caufe delights me not: Your friends furvey me° 
As |] were dangerous But Fcome arm’d 
_Againft all doubts, and to your trufts will give. 

A pledge, worth more than al] the world can pay for... 
‘My Belvidera:.. Hoa; my Belvidera ! 

Bed, What wonder next ?: 
Fof. Let me intreat you, - 

As I have henceforth hope to call you friends, 

That all but the ambaflador, and this 

Grave guide of councils, with my friend that owns mie, 

Withdraw a while, to {pare a woman’s bluthes. 

[ Exeunt all but Bed: Ren. Jaf. Pier... 
Bale Pierre, whither will this ceremony lead us? 
Jaf. My Belvidera! Belvidera! 


Enter-Belvidera, 


\ 


Belv. Who;. - 
Who calls fo loud at this late peaceful hour? 
That voice was wont to come in‘gentle whifpers; 
And fill my ears-with the foft breath of love, 
Thou hourly image of my thoughts, where art thou ? 
Saf: Indeed tis late. ' 
. Oh! Thave flept and dreamt, 
: ie deans again.. Where haft thou been, thou lois 
terer ? 
« Tho’ my eyes clos’d, my arms have ftill been open’d: 
© Stretch’d every way betwixt my broken flumbers, 
*To fearch if thou wer't come to crown my reft : 
* There’s no repofe without thee: Oh ! the day 
“« Too foon will break, and wake us to our forrow, 
* Come, come to: bed, and bid thy cares good night. 
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Jaf. «Oh! Belvidera! we muft change the the feene, 
Tn which the paft delights of love were tatted : 
_ ©The poor fleep little ; we muft learn to watch. - 

« Our labours late, and early every morning ; 

« *Midft winter frofts, thin clad and, fed with {paring 

« Rifé to ourtoils, and drudge away the day. ©, 
Belv, Alas! wheream 1! whithey is’t you lead me? 

Methinks I read diftra&tion in your face, 

Something lefs gentle than the fate you tell me. 

You fhake andtremble too! vour blood runs cold! . 

Heav’ns guard my love, and blefs his heart with patience. 
aff, ‘That I have patience, let our fate bear witneis, 

Who has ordain’d it fo, that thou and I, 

(Thou, the divineft good man e’er pofiets’d, 

And I, the wretched’ ft of the race of man) 

‘This very hour, without one tear, muft part. 

Bely. Part! muft we part ? Oh, am I then forfaken ? 
Why drag you from me; Whither are you going ? 

"My dear! my life! mylove! - ; . 
Faff. Oh, friend ! Li, »; “J 
Belv. Speak tome. wey 
Jaf. Take her from my heart, ae | 

She'll gain fach hold elfe, I thall ne’er get loofe.. . 

I charge thee take her, but with tender’{t care | 

Relieve her troubles, and affwage her forrows. te 
Ren. Rife, Madam, and command amongft your fers 

vants.,.« ; hi 

‘af. To you, Sir, dnd your honour, I bequeath her, 
And with her this ;. when I prove unworthy-———= ‘F 

“ [ Gives a Daggers 

You know the reft Then ftrike ittoher heart; 

And tell her, he who three whole happy years fee 
|, Lay in her arms, and every night repeated » 

The paflionate vows itill of increafing love, 

Sent that reward for all her truth and fufferings.. ; 
Belw. ‘ Nay, take my life, fince he-has fold it cheaply 5 

“ Orfend me tofome diftant clime your flave F 

« But let it be far off, left my complainings 

* Should reach his guilty ears, and fhake his peace., 


© 
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 Faff. * No, Belvidera, I’ve contriv’d thy honour. 
¢ 'Truit to my faith, and be but fortune kind 
* To me, as ’ll preferve that faith unbroken ; 
* When next we meet, Pll lift thee-to a:height 
© Shall gather all the gazing world-about thee, 
« To'wonder what ftrange virtue plac’d.thee there. * 
* But if we ne’er meet more——— 
- Bel. 0} thou unkind one; 
Ne’er meet more? have I deferv’d this from you ; 
Look on me, till me, fpeak, thou dear deceiver. 
Why am I feparated from thy love? ; 
If lam falfe, accufe me, but if true, 
Don’t, prithee don’t, in poverty forfake me, 
But pity the fad heart that’s torn with parting. 
Yet hear me? vet recall me— [Zx. Ren, Bed. and Belv, 
Jaf. Oli» * my eyes, my heart-ftrings! 
© Look not that way, but turn yourfelves awhile 
* Into my-heart, and be wean’d altogether. 
My friend, where art thou? 
Pier, Here, my honour’s brotiter. 
Jaf. Xs. Belvidera gone? i 


_ Pier, Renault has led hen . 
Back to her own apartment ; but, by Heav’n,, » 
Thou muft not fee her more,. till our work’s over. ; 


Jaf. Not fee her! 
Pier. Not for your life. 

‘aff. Oh, Pierre, were the but here, 
How, I would pull her down into my heart, 
Gaze on her, till my eye-ftrings crack’d with love ; 

* Till all my finews, with its fire extended,) 

« Fix’d me upon the rack, of ardent longing : 

Then, {welling, fighing, raging to be blelt,, 

Come, like a panting turtle, to her breaft ; 

On her foft bofom hovering, bill and play,. 

Confefs the caufe why lait I. fled away ; 

Own ’twas,a fault, but {wear to give it o’er, ; 
And never follow falfe ambition more. - [Exeunt. 


Enp of the Seconp Acr. 
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Bente ee) gualkl pack eee 
© Enter Aquilina-and her Maid. 
~ © AQUILINA. Lets 
ay ELL him I am gone to bed; tell him Tam: 
not at home ; tell him I’ve better company with * 
me, or any thing; tell him, in fhort, ] will not fee 
him, the eternal troublefome vexatious fool: He’s | 
worfe company than an ignorant phyfician gly 
not be difturb’d at thefe unreafonable hours, 
« Maid. But,. madam! He’s here already, jult enter’d 
the door. mg Pes 
| § Aqui. Turn him out again, you unneceflary, ufelefs, - 
-giddy-brain’d afs: If he will not be gone, fet the: 
houfe.a fire, and burn us both; I’d rather meet a toad’ 
in my difh, than an old hideous animal.in my chamber, 
to nights. ” ; | 


a ae ee ae 


1 8.6 « 


‘- Enter Antonio.. 


« Ant. Nacky, Nacky, Nacky ——— how: doft do, 
Nacky? Hurry, durry. I am ‘come, little Nacky 3 
~ pait eleven o’clock, a late hour; time in all con{cience 
*to go to bed, Nacky —Nacky, did I fay? Ah,. 
« Nacky, Aquilina, lina, lina, .quilina, quilina, quilina, , 
¢- Aquilina, Naquilina, Naquilina, Acky, Acky, Nacky, 
* Nacky, queen .Nacky————come, let’s to bed-———-= 
you Fubbs, you Puig you——you little Pufs——Purre, . 
*- 'Tuzzy Tam afenaton * | 

‘ Aqui. You ave fool, I am fure... : 

“ Ant.. May be fo too, fweetheart: Never the worfe’ 
¢ fenator for all that. Come, Nacky, Nacky, -let’s » 
«havea game atromps, Nacky. «. " 

« Aqui. You would do well, Signor, to be trouble~: 
*.fome here no longer, but leave me to myfelf; be fober 
‘and go home, Sir. 

© Ant. Home, Madona! . 

© Aqui. Ay, home, Sir. Who.am 1?: 

* Aat. Madona, as I take it, you are my—you are— 
« thou art my little, Nicky, Nacky-——~that’s all. 
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* Aqui: ¥ fixid, you are’ refolv’d to be troublefome ; an¢ 
fo, to make fhort of the matter in few words, I hate 


you, dete you, loath you, I am weary of you, fick 
of you—hane you, you are an old, filly, impertinent, 


‘ impotent, folicitous coxcomb; crazy in your head, 
Ps 
4 
j 


and lazy imyour body 3 love to be meddling with every 
thing, and, if you had na money, you are good for 


‘ nothing. 


‘ Ant. Good: for nothing |! . Hurry, durry; PU try 


' that prefently. Sixty-one. years old, and good for 


nothing: that’s brave: [Yo the Maid]’Come, come, 
come Mrs. Fiddle-faddle, turn you out fora feafon : 


‘Go, turn out, I fay, it is our will and pleafare to “be 


private fome moments out, out, whén you are bid 
to———[ Puts her out and locks the doow\, Good for no- 
thing youfay? ‘ 

‘ Aqui. Why, what are you good for? 


© Ant. In the firft place, Madam, I am old, and con- ‘ 


fequently very. wife, very wife, Madona, d’ye mark 
that? In the fecond place, take notice if you pleafe, 
that [ama fenator; and, when IJ think fit, ean make 
fpeeches, Madona. Hurry durry, I can make a fpeech 
in the fenate-houfe, now and then-—would make your 


‘ hair ftand an end, Madona,, ; 

~ © Aqui. What care | for your {peeches in the fenate-’ 

* houfe; if you would but be filent here, 1 fhould thank’ 
‘you. ; A Be 

| * Ant? Why I can make fpeeches to thee too, my 


lovely Madona; for example— My cruel fair one, 
[Takes out a purfe, and at every paufe fhakes it) fince 


‘it is my fate, that you fhould, with your fervant, 


angry prove; tho’ late at night---I hope ’tis not too’ 
late with this, to gain reception for ny leve---There’s 
for thee, my little Nicky Nacky---take it, here take 
it---] fay take it, or I'l] throw it at your head---how 
now rebel ? « " 4 


‘ Aqui. Truly, my illuftrious fenator, IT mutt confefs, 


your honour is at prefent, molt profoundly eloquent 


indeed. As, 
xt. Very well: Come, now let’s fit down, and 


ie] « think. 
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¢ think upon’t a littl———come, fit, I fay ——fit down’ 
< by me a little, my Nicky Nacky. A-——[ fits down. ] 
© Hurry durry good for nothing 
. © Aqui. No, Sit, if you pleafe, [ can know my dif- 
tance, and fland.. ; 
* Ant. Stand. How, Nacky up, and I down? 
Nay; then, let me exclaim with the poet, 
« Shew me acafe more pitiful whocan, \ + 
© A ftanding woman and a falling man... 
© Hurry durry—not fit down— fee this, ye gods! 
You won’t fit down? — 
© Aqui. No, Sir. : 7 
© Ant. Then lock, you now; fuppofe me a bull, a 
¢ Bafan-bull, the bull cf bulls, or any bull. Thus up 
« I get, and with my brows, ‘thus bent——I broo, [ 
‘fay, Lbroo, I broo,, I broo., You won't fit down, will: 
¢ t ; ) 


a 


a 


n 


you—I broo ; pale: 
1 |. & [ Bellows Lhea@ bull, and drives her about. 
‘ Aqui. Well, Sir, Imuft endure this. [She fs down. | 
« Now. your honour has been:a bull, pray what beaft will 
* your werfhip pleafe to be next? 
© Ant. Now, Vl be a. fenator again, and thy lover, 
little Nicky Nacky. [He /its ty her.] Ah! toad, 
-toad, toad, toad! Spit in my face a little, Nacky, 
fpit in-my face prithee, fpit in my face never fo little : 
Spit but a little bit——{pit, fpit,—-now, now, now, 
ae what you, won’t ipit, will you? then I'll be-a 
pepo iy i ; 4 
“dqui.. A.dog,. my Lord! — 
“Ant. Ay a dog—and Ill give: thee, this t'other 
purfe, to let me be a dog—and ufe me like "a dog a 
litte. Hurry durry-- I will---here’tis—— é 
=A 5 My 2) [ Gees the purfe. 
« Aqui, Well, with all my. heart. Bur let me be- 
feech your dogthip, to play your trick, over as faft a 
you can, that you may come to ftinking the fooner, 
and be turn’d out of doors, as you deferve. ‘ 
¢ Ant, Ay: ay no matter for that—that than’ 
move [He gets under the table.] Now, bough 
; . © waugh, 
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waugh, waugh, bough, waugh, ——[Barks like a dog. 
+4 Aqui. Hold, hold, hold, Sir, I, befeech you: 
What is’t you do? If curs bite, they mutt be kick’d, 


Sir: Do you fee, kick’d thus. 


< Ant. Ay, with all my heart: Do, kick, kick on; 
now’I am under the table, kick again— kick 
harder——harder yet, bough, waugh, waugh, waugh, 
bough—odd, I’ll have a fnap at thy fhins bough, 
waugh, waugh, waugh, bough odd, the kicks 
bravely ——— 
« are: Nay, then I'll go another way to work with 
you: And I think here’s an inftrument fit for the pur- 
pofe ? i [Fetches a whip and a bell. 
What, bite your miftrefs, firrah? out of door you 
dog, to kennel, and be hang’ d——bite your mifrefs 
by the legs, you rogue---- _ [She whips him 
* Ant. Nay, prithee Nacky, now-thou art too loving ; 
Hurry durry, odd, I’ll be a dog no longer. 
< Agui. Nay, none of your fawning and grinning: 
But be gone, or here’s the difcipline. What, bite 
your miltrefs by the leg, you mungrel? Out of doors 
shout, hout, to kennel, firrah, go. 
« Ant. This is very barbarous ulage, Nacky, very bar- 
barous; look you, [ will not go T will not ftir 
from the door, that I refolve hurry durry, what, 
fhut me'out? [ She whips. him out. 
* Aqui. Ay, if you-come here any more to-night, [11 
have my footman lug you, youcur? What bite your 
poor milftrefs Nacky, firrah? 
* Enter Maid. 


be’ Mai Heav’ns !: Madam, what’s the matter? 


A iy 


¢ 
: 


[He howls at the door like a dog. 

* Ajai: Call my feotmen hither prefently. 
“« Enter two Footmen. 

“ Maid. 'They’re here already, Madam ; 3; all the 
houfe.is alarm’d with a ftrange noife, that no- body 
knows.what to make of. 
* Aqui. Go, all of you, and turn that troublefome 
beaft in the next room out of my houfe—_—lIf ever [ 


fee him within thefe walls again, without my leave for 


* his 
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‘his admittance, you, fheaking: rogues——+—I'}] have 
* you poifon’d, all poifon’d like- rats 5 every*cornet of 
* the houfe: thall ftink. of one of you § go, and learn” 
‘ hereafter to know my pleafure, So; now | for my 
* Pierre. 

« Thus, when the god-like lower is difpleas’ ds, 

* We facrifice ‘ous fool, and he’s appeas'd. { Bneined 


& c ENE a Chamber. 
Exter ate ek 


Bel. V'm facrifie’d! Pin fold ! betray’d to fhame? 
Inevitable ruin has inclos’d me! 
* No fooner was 1 to my-bed repair’d, 
* To weigh and(weeping) ponder my condition ; ; 
* But the old hoary wretch, to whofe falfe care 
* My peace and honour'‘was entrufted, came, 
* (Like Tarquin) ghaitly, with infernal lutt. 
£ Oh, thou Roman Lucrece ! 
‘ Thou could’it find friends, to vindicate thy wrong!” 
* T never had but one, and he’s prov’d falfe: 
He that fhould guard my virtue, has betray’d it ;" ~~ 
Left me! Undone me! Oh, that I could hate him't 
Where fhall I go? Oh, whiches, whither wander ? 
Enier Jaffer. 
_. Yaff. Can Belvidera want a refting-place, 
, When thefe poor arms.are ready to receive her? 
*Oh! ’tis in vain to ftruggle with defires, 
* Strong is my love to thee; for, every moment 
‘Tm from thy fight, the heart within my bofom, 
* Mourns like a tender infant in its cradle, 
* Whole nurfe has left it. , Come, and with the fongs 
* Of gentle love, perfuade it to its peace. 
« Bel. X fear the ftubborn wanderer will not own me5_ 
‘Tis grown a rebel, to be rul’d no longer; 
© Scorns the indulgent bofom, that firftlul’dit; 
* And, like a difobedient.child, difdains 
é The foft authority of Belvidera. 
Saf: There was a time——— 


—— ae 
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» Bel. Yes, yes, there was a time, 
When Belvidera’s tears, her cries, and Soohiat 
Were not defpis’d 5 when, if fhe chanc’d to figh, 
Or look but. {adic ——--there wasindeed a time, 
When, Jaffier would have ta’en her in his:arms, 
Eas’d her declining head upon his breaft, 
And never left her, till he found the caufe. 
‘ But let-her now weep feas.; 
' Cry, till the rend the earth : figh, till ‘the burt 
* Her heart afunders ftill he bearsit all, 
Deaf as the wihd,.and jas the rocks unthaken. 

6 Saf Taveil been deaf ?; Am I thatrock unmoy’d; 
Againit whofe-root,-tears beat, and fighs are fent ?. 
' Jn vain have I beheld thy forrows calmly ! 
| Witnefs againft me, Heavens, have I done this? 

' Then»bear me in a whirlwind back again, 

And let that angry-dear one, ne’er forgive me. 
Oh! thou-too rathly cenfuret of my love ; 

- Could’ thon but think, how I have {pent this night, 
» Dark, and alone; no pillow to my head, 

 Reft in my eyes, nor quiet in my heart, 

| Thou would’it not, Belvidera, fure- shou would’ft not 
 Talk.to.me thus; but like.a pitying angel, 

| Spreading thy wings, come fettle on my breaft, 

And hatch warni comforts there, e’re forrows freeze it. 
' © Bel.Why then, poor mourner, in what baleful corner 
Haft thou. been talking with that witch, the night? 
On what cold ftone hait thou been ftretch’d along, 
Gathering the grumbling winds about thy head, 

To mix.with theirs, the accent of thy woes? - 

Oh now [ find the caufe my love forfakes me ; 

3 ae no longer fit to bear a fhare 

n his concernments. My weak female virtue 
' Muft not be trulted: ’Tis too frail.and tendet.’ 

Faf.- Oh, Portia, Portia!» What a foul was thine ? - 
Bel. That Portia was a woman; and when Brutus, 
3ig with the fate: of Rome, (Heav’n guard thy Bie 1) 

Conceal’d. from her the labours of his TAB : 
Vouk. Sith sms D _ She 
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She let him fee her blood was great as his, 
Flow’d froma {pring as noble, and a heart 
Fit to partake his troubles as his love. - 


Fetch, fetch that dagger back, the dreadful dower,. 


Thou gav'ft laft night in parting with me; firike it 
Here to my heart; and, as the blood flows from. it, 
Judge if it run not pure, as Cato’s daughter’s. 

< “Fa. Thou art too good, and I indeed unworthy, 
© Unworthy fo much virtue. Teach me how 
« I may deferve fuch matchlefs love as thine, 
* And fee with what attention I’ll obey thee. 
« Bel. Do not defpife me :. that’s the all I afk, 
“ Faf. Defpife thee! Hear me-— 
« Bel. Oh! Thy charming tongue, 
Is but too well acquainted with my weaknefs ; 
Knows, let it name but love, my melting heart 
Diffolves within my breaft ; till with clos’d eyes 
I reel into thy arms, and all’s forgotten. 
* Jaf. What fhall Ido? 
« Bed, Tellme; be juft, and tell me; 
Why dwells that bufy cloud upon thy face? 
Why ain I made a ftranger? Why. that figh, 
And I not know the caufe? Why, when the world 
Is wrapp’d'in reft, why chufes then my love 
'T’o wander up and down, in horrid darknefs, 
Loathing his bed, and thefe defiring arms? 


~a ee Re 


Why are thefe eyes blood-fhot with tedious wate 


© ing? 
Why ftarts he now, and looksas if he with’d 
His fate were finifh’d? Tell me, eafe my fear ; 
Left, when we next time meet, I want the power 
To fearch into the fickneis of thy mind, ’ 
But talk as widly then, as thou look’d now. 
Fag. Oh, Belvidera! 


nana nie 


Bel. Why was I lait night deliver’d toa villain? r¢ 


Jaf. Ha! a villain? : 
Bel. Yes, toa villain! Why at fuch an hour 
Meets that aflembly, all made up of wretches, 


‘ That looks as hell had drawn them into league? = 


he 
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Why, I in this hand, and in that a dagger; 
Was I deliver’d with fuch dreadful ceremonies? 
To you, Sir, and to your honour I bequeath her, 
And with her this: Whene er I prove unworthy—~ 
You know the refp—then ftrike it to her heart. 
Oh! why’s that reft conceal’'d from me? Mauft I: 
Be made the hoftage of a hellifh tru ? 
For fuch t know Iam; ‘that’s all my value. 
Buty by the love and loyalty I owe thee, 
I'll free thee from the bondage of thefe flaves ;- 
Straight to the fenate, tell*em all I. know, 
All that I think, “all that my fears. inform me. 
Jaf. Js this the Roman virtue ;:this the blood* 
That boats its purity with Cato’s daughter? 
Would the have e’er betray:d her-Bratus? 
Bel, No: re 
For Brutus trufted her. Wert thou fo kind, 
"What would not Belvidera fuffer for thee? 
| Jaf \thallundo myfelf, and tell thee all.. 
* Bel. Look not upon meas I am, a woman, 
* But as a bone, thy wife, thy friend; who long»: 
© Has had admiffion to thy heart, and there 
€ Studyrd the virtues of thy gallant nature. 
€ Thy conftaney, thy courage, and thy truth, .. 
* Have been my daily leffon: 1 have learn’d em» 
* And, bold as thou,. can fuffer or defpife - f 
© The worft of fates for thee, and with-thee fhare ’em-: 
Jaf: Oh, thou divineft Power! look down ang. : 
hear ; 
* My prayers! inftru€& me to reward this virtue!’ 
Yet think a little, e’re thou tempt me further ; - 
Think I've a tale to tell will fhake thy nature, 
Melt all this boafted conftancy thou talk tt of, . 
Into vile tears, and defpicable forrows :. . 
Then if thou fhould-ft betray. me! 
Bel. Shall I fwear ? 
Fag No, do not fwear: I would not violate: : 
Thy tender nature, with fo rude a bond: gil 
But as thou hop’ft to fee me live my days, 
hd love thee long, lock this within my. breaft 3. 
D.2 Tye~ 
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Tve bound myfelf, by. all the:ftriételt facraments, 
Divine-and human ; 
Bel. Speak! o> 
Jaf. ‘To kill thy father 
Bel, Wy father! ‘ 
Faff. Nay, the throats of the whole fenate 
Shall bleed, my Belvidera. He, amongit us, 
That {pares his father, brother, orhis:fiiend, | | 
Ts damn’d. * How rich and beauteous will the face 
« Of ruin look, when thefe wide ftreets run blood 1” 
I, and the glorious partners of my fortune, 
Shouting, and firiding o’er the proftrate dead, — 
Sul to new wafte ; whilft thou, far off in fafety, 
Smiling, fhalt fee the wonders of our daring ; 


——— 
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And, when night comes, with praife and love receive 


; < ame. 
Bel. Oh! } : 


Jef. Have a care, and fhrink-not eveniin thought : 


* For if thou.do'it 
Bel. I know it; thou wilt kill me. 
Do, ftrike thy fword into this bofom: Jay me 
Dead on the earth, and then thou wilt be fafe. - 
‘Murder my father! ‘Tho’ his cruel nature 
Has perfecuted me to my undoing ; . 
Driven meto:bafeft wants ; can I behold him, © + 
With {miles of vengeance, butcher’d in his age? 
The facred fountain of my life deftroy’d > 
And can’ft thou shed the blood, that gave me being? 
Nay, be a traitor too, and fell thy country? 
Can thy great heart, defcend fovvilely low, 
Mixt with hird flaves, bravoes, and common ftabbers, 
* Nofe-flitters, alley-lurking villains !" join 
With fuch a crew, and and take a ruffian’s wages, 
To cut the throats of wretches.as they fleep? 
Jaf. Thou wrong’ me, Belvidera! Ive engag’d | 

With men of fouls ; fit to reform the ilts : 
Of all mankind: there’s not a heart. amongft them. 
But’s ftout as death, yet honeft as the nature é 
Of man firft made, eer fraud and viee were fafhions. 
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Bel, What’s he, to whofe curs’d hands laft. night thou ... 
, av’ ft me? 
- Was that well done? Oh! I could tell a ftory, 
- Would rouze thy lion heart out of its den, . 
_ And make it rage with terrifying fury. 
Jaf. Speak on, I charge thee. 
Bel. Oh, my ‘love! if e’er 
Thy Belvidera’s peace deferv’d thy care, . 
Remove me from this place... Laftnight, laftnight?. 
| Jaf. Diltra& me not, -but give me all the truth. - 
Bel. Wo fooner wert thou gone, and I alone, - 
_ Left in the power of that old.fon of mifchief;. . 
No fooner was-I laid on my, fad bed, . Ye 
But that vile wretch approach’d me, £ loofe; unbutton’d,', 
« Ready for violation :’ :Then my heart. . 
‘ Throbb’d with its fears: Oh, howl wept and figh’d !- 
And fhrunk and trembled! with’d in vain forhim : 
That fhould prote&t me! Thou, alas ! wert gone. - : 
Jaf. Raney E {weet Heav’n, tll I make vengeance : 
* eq iprdure, 
- Bef. He drewthe hideous..dagger forth, thou gav’ft 
eeITI SY pact § ; 
And, with upbraiding.fmiles, he faid, Behold it: - 
This is the pledge of a falfe hufband’s love : 
And in my arms then prefs’d, and would have clafp’d me ;. 


“ 


_ But with my cries; I {car’d his coward heart, , 


‘Till he withdrew, and mutter’d vows to hell.. 
Thefe are thy friends! with thefe thy life, thy‘honour, . 
“Thy love, all, ftak’d, and all will go to ruin. 
Jaff. No more: I charge thee keep this fecret clofe.. - 
Clear up thy forrows ; look as if thy wrongs - 
_ Were all forgot, and treat him like a friend, 
As no complaint were made. No more; retire, . 
Retire, my life, and doubt not of my honour ; 
]’l) heal his failings, and deferve thy love. 
_ Bel. Oh! thould I part with thee, I fear thou wilt - 
Jn anger leave me, and return no more. . 
af Return no more! I would not live without thee 
Another night, to purchafe the creation. - 
Bel, When thall we meet again? 


D 3 Teh. 
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 Faff, Anon, at twelve 
T’ll fteal myfelf to thy expecting arms : 
Come like a travell’d dove, and bring thee peace. 
Belv. Indeed! 
Faff. By all our loves. 
Belv. Tis hard to part: ° 
But fure no falfhood ever look’d fo fairly. 
‘Farewel ; remember twelve. [Exit 
Jaf. Let Heav’n forget me, 
When I'remember not thy truth, thy love. | 
* How curs’d is my condition, tofs’d and joftled 
« From every:corner ; fortune’s common fool, 
_* The jeft of rogues, an inftrumental afs, 
‘.« For villains to lay loads of fhame upon, 
© And drive about juft for their eafe and feorn. 
: Enter Pierre. i 4 
Pier. Jaffier. | 
. Faff; Who calls? . 
Pier. “A friend, that could have with’d 
J” have found thee otherwife employ’d. What, hunt’ 
A wife; on the dull foil!’ Sure'a ftlaunch hufband 
Of all hounds is the dulleft. Wilt thou never, ~ 
' Never be wean’d from caudles and confections? ~ 
What feminine tales haft thow been liftning to, 
Of unair’d thirts, catarrhs’ and tooth-ach, got 
By thin-fol’d thoes? Damnation! that a fellow, 
Chofen to be a‘fharer in the deftruGion . 
Of a whole people, ‘fhould {neak thus into corners ; 
. 


* 


To waite his time, and fool’his mind with love. 
Fa, May neya manthen trifle out an hour». 

With a kind woman, and not wrong his calling ? 

Pier. Not in a caufelike ours. ca edt: 

| Faf. Then, friend, our canfe 
Is in a damn’d ‘condition : ‘for F'll tell:thee, 
‘That canker-worm, call’d Leachery, hastouch’d it;_ 
?Tis tainted vilely. Would’ft thou think it? Renault, 
(That mortify’d old wither’d winter rogue) 
Loves fimple fornication ‘like a prieft ; 
I found him outfor watering at my wife; 
He vifited her laf night) lke a kind guardian : 


. 
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Faith fhe has fome temptation, that’s the truth on’t. 
Pier. He durft not wrong his truft. 
Saf. “Twas fomething late though, 
To take the freedom of a lady’s' chamber. 
Pier, Was fhe in bed ? 
Faff. Yes, faith! in virgin theets, 
White as her bofom, Pierre, difh’d neatly up,- 
Might tempt a weaker appetite to tafte. 
Ch! how the old fox ftunk, I warrant-thee,. 
"When the rank fit was on him. 
Pier. Patience guide'me! 
He’s us'd‘no violence ? 
‘Faff. No, no; out on’t, violence! 
Play’d with her neck ; brufh’d’ her with his grey beard ; 
Strugelid and touz'd ; tickled her till fhe fqueak’d a little, 
May be, or fo—but not a jot of violénce— 
Pier. Damn him. 
Jaf. Ay, fo fay 1: but hath, no more on’t, 
All hitherto is well, and I believe 
Mylfelf no monfter yet: “ tho’ no man knows 
« What fate he’s born to. Sure it is near the hour 
We all fhould meet for our concluding orders; -, 
Will the ambaffador be here in perfon ? 
Pier. No, he:has fent commiffion to that villain Renault, 
To give the executing charge : 
Ind have thee be a man, if poffible, . 
And ‘keep thy temper ; fora brave revenge 
Ne’er comes too late. oats 
Jaf. Fear not, I am-as cool.as patience: 
* Had he compleated my difhonour, rather 
‘ Than hazard the fuccefs our hopes are-ripe for, : 
* Td bear it all with mortifying virtue. 
Pi.r. He’s yonder, coming this way thro’ the hall ;- 
His thoughts feem full. fate be 
Faff. Prithee retire and leave me 
With him alone: I'll put him to fome trial; 
See how his rotten part will bear the touching. - 
Pier, Be careful then. [Exit 
. Jaf, Nay, never doubt, ‘but truft me,- 
‘What be a‘devil, take a damning'cath.. “ 
in or 
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For fhedding native blood! Can there be a fin: 
In merciful repentance? Oh, this villain! 
Enter Renault. 

Ren. Perverfe and peevifh : What a flave.is man . 
To let this itching flefh thus get the better of him!» 
Difpatch the fool her. hufband—that were well. . 
Who's there? - 

Fag. A man. 

Ren. My friend, my near ally, . 

The hoftage of your faith, my beauteous charge, is very 

Fof- Sir, are you fure of that, ?.4) [ well. 
Stands fhe in perfeét health ? Beats. her pulfe even ; 
Neither too hot nor cold? 

‘Ren. What means that queftion ? } 
Faf: Oh\ women have fantaftic conftitutions,: 
Inconitant in their wifhes, always wavering, | 
And never fix’d. Was itnot boldly done | 

Even at firft fight, to truft the thing I lov'd 
(A tempting treafure too) with youth fo fierce 
And vigorous as. thine? but thou art honeft. 2nd 

Ren: Who-dare accufe me? tai 

Jaf. Curs'd be he thatdoubts 25 
Thy virtue ! I have try’dit, and declare, . 
Were I tochufe a guardian of myhonour,. _ | 
Id put it in thy keeping: for] know thee. ~ ; 

Ren. Know me! 

Faf. Ay, know thee. . There’ s no falfhood in thee 5... 
Thou look’ft juft as thou art. Let us embrace, 
Now wouldft thou cut my throat, oF T cut thine. 

Ren. You dare not do’t. 

Fate, You lie, Sir, . 

Ren. How! «+ 

Jaf. No-more,. 

_?Tis a bafe world, and muft*reform,. that’s all, 
Enter Spinofa, Theodore, Eliot, Revillido, Durand, a 
Bromveil, and the ref? of the Conjpirators. - 

Ren. Spinofa, Theodore, you are welcome. ‘ ok 

Spin. You are trembling, Sir. 

Ren, "Tis acold night, indeed’; Iam 1 aged; 

Fall of decay and a eae! infirmities ? [Pier. re-enters 


VENICE PRESERV"D. 45 


We fhall be warm, miy friends, I‘hope, to-morrow. 


Pier, "Twas not well done ; thou fhould’ft have flroak’d 
And not have gaul’d him. (him, 


Jaf. Damn him, let him chew on’t. 

Heav'n! Where'am [’?befet with curfed fiends, 

That wait todamn me! Whatadevil’siman, 

When he forgets his nature-——~—hnfh, my ‘heart. 
Ren. My friends, “tis late ; are-we affembled all ? 

* Where's Theodore’? - 

 Lheod. ¢ Avhand. 

Rea. * Spinofa. 

Spin. * Here. 

Ren. ‘Bromveil. 

Brom. ‘Tamrready. 

Ren. * Durand and Brabe.. 

Dur, § Commandius. 

Ye are both prepar'd. ' 

Omnes. All; all... UTE: 

Ren. Mezzano, Revillide 

* Ternon, Retrofi:'Oh! you're brave:men I find, 

Fit to behold+your fate, and meet her:fummons. 

To-morrow’s rifing fun mutt fee you all 

Deck'd in youryhonours, Are the foldiers ready ? 
Pier. AM, all... ptt 
Ren. You, Durand, with your thoufand muft poffefs. 


St. Mark's; you, ‘Captain, know your chargealready 5 _ 


*Tis to fecure the ducal palaces’ * You, 


Brabe, with:an hundred more, muft gain the Secquess. 


* With the like number, Bramveil, to the Procurale. 
Beall this done.withthe leaft tumult poffible, 

*Fillin each place you poft fufficient guards: — Y 
Then fheathe yourifwords in every breaft you meet. 


Faf. Oh, reverend cruelty ! damn'd bloody villain !: 


_ Ren, During this execution, Durand, you 

Muft in the midft keep your battalia fak ; 

And, Theodore, be {ure to plant the:cannon 

That may command the {treet ; ‘whilft Revillido,. 
* Mezzano, Ternon, and Retrofi guard you. ; 
This done, we’ll give the general alarm, © 

‘Apply petards, and force the ars’nal gates ; 

Then fire the city rownd in feveral places, 


Or - 
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~ Or with our ‘cannon (if it dare refit) 


Batter to ruin. ‘But above all I charge you, 


_ Shed blood enough ; fpare neither fex nor age, 


Name nor condition ; ifthere lives afenator © 

After to-morrow, though the dulleft rogue 

That e’er faid nothing, we have loft our ends. 

If poffible, let’s kill the very name 

OF fenator, and bury it in blood. iy 
Faff. Mercilefs, horrid flave—Ay, blood enough! 

Shed blood enough, old Renault ! how thou charm*ft me! 
Ren. But one thing more, and then farewel, till fate 

Join us again or fep’rate us for ever : 


-Firtt let’s embrace. Heav’n knows who next fhall thus. 


Wing ye together ; but let us all remember, 

We wear no common caufe upon our ford. 

Let each man think, that on his fingle virtue 
Depends the good and fame of all the reft ; 

Eternal honour, or perpetual infamy. 

* Let us remember, through what dreadful hazards. 


" € Propitious fortune hitherto has led us: ‘| 


* How often on the brink of fome difcovery  - 
* Have we ftood tottering, yet flill kept our:ground: 
* So well, that the bufieft fearchers ne’er could follow: _ 
* Thofe fubtle tracks, which puzzled all fufpicion ?- 
You droop, Sir. f i h 
Fag. No ; with moft profound attention 
I've heard it all, and wonder at thy virtue. _ 
Ren. “Tho? there be yet few hours *twixt them andruiny 
« Are not the fenate lull’d in full fecurity, ae 
* Quiet and fatisfy’d, as fools are always ?- 
* Never did fo profound repofé fore-run 4 
* Calamity fo great. Nay, our good fortune 
‘ Has blinded the moft piercing of mankind, e 
‘ Strengthen’d the fearfulleft, charm’d the moft fufpectful, 
* Confounded the moft fubtle: for we live, ihe | 
‘ We live, my friends, and quickly shall our lives 
© Prove fatal to thefe tyrants. Let's confider, 
That we deftroy oppreflion, avarice, 
A people nurs’d up equally with vices. 


4 
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And loathfome lufts, which nature moft abhors, - 

And fuch as without fhame fhe cannot fuffer. 
Jaf Oh, Belvidera! cake me to thy arms, 

And thew me where’s my peace} for I have loft it. [Exits 
Ren: Without the Jeatt remorfe then, let’s refolve 

‘With fire and {word t’exterminate thele tyrants 5 __ 

And when we fhall behold thefe curs’d tribunals! 

Stain’d by the tears and fufferings of the innocent, 

Burning with flames rather from Heav’n than ours, 

‘The raging, furious, and unpitying foldier 

Pulling his ‘reeking dagger from the bofoms 

Of gafping wretches ; death in every quarter 5 

With all that fad diforder can “produce 

To makera fpeétacle of horror ; then, 

Then let us call to mind, my deareft friends, 

That there is nothing pure upon the earth. ; 

That the moft valu’d things have moft alloys, 

And that in change ofall thefe vile enormities, 
Under whofe weight this wretched country labours, 
The means are only in our hands to crown them. 

Pier. And may thofe pow’rs above, that are propitious 

To gallant minds, record thiscaufe and blefs it. 

Ren. Thus happy, thus fecure of all we with for, 

Should there, my friends, be found among us one 
_ Falfe to this glorious enterprize, what fate, 

_ What vengeance, were enough for fuch a villain? 
Elo, Death here without repentance, Hell hereafter, 
Ren. Let that be my lot, if as hereI ftand, 

Lifted by fate among her darling fons, 

Tho’ I had one only brother, dear by all 
‘The ftrifteft ties of nature ; * tho’ one’ hour 

* Had given us birth, one fortune fed our wants, 
© One only love, and that but of each other, 
© Still fill’d our minds ;’ could I have {uch a friend 
Join’din this caufe, and had but ground for fear 
He meant foul play ; may this right hand dr op from me, 
If Pd not hazard all my future peace, 

And ftab him to the heart before you.. Who, 
Who would do lef? Would’ft thou not, aves the fame? 


3 7 Pier. 
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Pier. You've fingled me, Sir, out for this hard queftion? 
As if ’twere ftarted only for my fake? 
Am I the thing you fear! Here, here’s my bofom, 
Search itwith all your fwords, Ama traitor? 
Ren. No: but I fear your late commended friend 
‘Is little lefs. Come, Sirs, ‘tis now. no time 
To trifle with our fafety. Where’s this Jaffier? 
Spin. He left the room.juft now, in ftrange diforder. 
Rem Nay, there is danger him : 1 obferv’d. him ;. 
During the time I took for explanation, 
He was tranfported from moft.deep attention 
To a confufion which-he could not {mother, 
« His looks grow full of fadnefs. and furprife, 
« All which betray’d a wavering fpirit in him,. 
© That labour’d with relu€tancy and forrow. . 
What’s requifite for fafety mutt be done, 
With fpeedy execution; he remains 
Yet in our power: I, for my own part, wear 
A dagger . , 4 
Pier. Well: ' F 
. Ren. And-1 could with it——- . 
Pier. Where? me ‘ 
Ren. Buried in his heart. r : 
Pier. Away! we're yet all friends, ) 
No more of this, ‘twill breed ill blood among us. 
Spin, Let us all draw our {words, and fearch the houfes, 
Pull him from the dark hole where he fits brooding - | 
O’er his cold fears, and each man kill his fhare of him. 
Pier. Who talks of killing ?, Who's he'll fhed the blood » 
That’s dear to me? Is’t you? or you, Sir? 
What, not one-fpeak ! how you ftand gaping ql 
On your grave oracle, yourwooden god there!» . -@ 
Yet not a word! Then, Sir, I’ll tell you a fecret, 5 | 
Sufpicion’s, but at beft.a coward’s virtue. [To Rens 
Ren. A coward !—= [Handles his furorde 
Pier, Put up thy fword, old man; 5s ah 
Thy hand fhakes at it.. Come let’s heal this breach 5) » 
Lam too hot: we yet may all live friends. 
Spins Till we are fafe, our friendihip cannot be fo. 
Pier. Again! Who's that ? 


‘ 


Spine 


t 


_ 
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Spin. "Twas I. 
Theod. And I. 
Ren. And I. 
Ren. * Whoare on my fide? ' 
. Spin. ¢ Every honett fword. 4 
Let’s die like men, and not be fold like ‘flaves. 
_ Pier. One fuch word more, by Heav'n I’ll to the fenate, 
And hang ye all, like dogs, in clufters. 
Why-weep your coward {words half out their thells ? - 
Why do you not all brandith them like mine ? 
You fear to die, and yet dare talk of killing. 
Ren. Go to the fenate, and betray us! hatte} 
Secure thy.wretched life ; we fear to die 
Lefs than thou dar’it be honeft. 
Pier. That’s rank falfhood. ; 
Fear’it thou not death? Fie, there’s a knavith itch 
In that falt blood, an utter foe to fmarting, 
Had Jaffier’s wife prov’d kind, he'd {till been true. 
Faugh—how that ftinks ! 
Thou die, thou kill my friend! or thou! or thou, 
© With that lean, wither’d face ! ‘ 
Away, difperfe all to your feveral charges, _ 
And meet to-morrow where your honour calls you. 
Ill bring the man, whofe blood you fo much thirft for, 
And you fhall fee him venture for you fairly— 


Hence! hence, I fay. [ Zxit Renault angrily. 


Spin. \ fear we have been to blame, 

And done too much. : 
J heod. «TY was-too far urg’d againft the man you lov'd. 
Rev. ‘ Here take our fwords, and crufh them with your 
Spin. Forgive us, gallant friend. [feet 
Pier. Nay, now yeu've found 

The way to melt, and caft me as you will. 

* [ll fetch this friend, and give him to your mercy : 

« Nay, he thall die, if you will take him from me, 

‘ For your repofe, I'll quit my heart's belt jewel ; 

‘ But would not have him torn away by villains, 

‘ A fpiteful villainy. 

_ Spin. ‘No, may you both 

‘ For ever live, and fill the world with fame. 

Vou. I. E Pizt 
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Pier, «Now ye’re too kind.’ Whence arofe ali this 


difcord ? Lenten 
Oh, what a dangerous precipice have we “{cap’d ! 
How near a fall was all we'd long been building ! 


"What an eternal blot had itain’d our glories, | 


Jf one, the braveft and the beft of men, 

Had fall’n a factifice to rafh fufpicion,. ; 
Butcher'd by. thofe, whofe caufe he came to cherifh ) 

* O! could you know him all, asI have known him; ° » 
« How good he is, how juft, how true, how brave,- } 
© You would not leave this place till you had feen him; 

« Humbled yourfelves before him, kifs’d his feet, 
« And gain’d remiffion for the wortt of follies. 
Come but to-morrow, all your doubts fhall end, 

And to your loves, me better recommend, 

That I’ve preferv’d your fame, and fav'd my friend. 

: BS [Exeunt. 
Enp of the Tutrp Act. 


Avi Ths bMbe 
S CEN E the Rialto. 
Enter Jaffer and Belvidera. ; 


_ 


" ek JAFFIER. _ , 
Wye doft thou lead me? Every ftep I move, — 


Of arack’d friend. Oh, my charming rvin! 
Where are we wandering ? Way 

Bel. To eternal honour. 
You do a deed fhall chronicle thy name 
Among the glorious legends of thofe few 
‘That have fav'd finking nations. ‘Thy renowt 
Shall be the future fong of all the virgins, ' 
Who by thy piety have been»preferv'd 
From horrid+violation. . Every ftreet 
Shall be adorn’d with ftatues to thy honour; 
And at thy feet this great in{cription written, 
Remember him that propp d the fall of Venice. 

Faf. Rather, remember him, who, after all 
The facred bonds of oaths, and holier friendfhip, 


Methinks I tread upon fome mangledlimb | 
) 


a 
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¥n fond compaffion to a woman’s tears, 
Forgot his manhood, virtue, truth, and honour, 
To facrifice the bofom that reliey’d him, 
Why wilt thou damn me? 
Bel. Oh, inconftant man |: 
How will you promife ; how will: you deceive! 
Do, return back, replace me in my bondage, 
‘Tell all thy friends how dangeroufly thou “lov'tt me,. 
And let thy dagger do its bloody office. - 
© Oh !. that kind dagger,. Jaffer, how twill look 
* Struck thro’ my heart, drench’d.in my blood to th’hilt; 
© Whilft thefe poor dying eyes, fhall with their tears 
« No more torment thee ; then thou wilt be free :. 
Or, if thou think’f it nobler, let me live,. 
"Till Pm a victim to the hateful lait 
Of that infernal devil, ‘that old fiend,. 
¢ That’s damn’d himfelf, and: would undo raarilesiidd! 
Laft night, my love ! 
Jaf. Name it not again :. 
It thews a beaftly image to my fancy, — 
Will wake me into madnefs. ‘ Oh,'the villain! » 
« That durft approach fiich purity as thine 
© Onterms fo vile:’ Deftruétion, fwift deftructio.’, 
Fall on my coward:head, «and make my name * 
© The common {corn of fools,’ if I forgivehim : 
* If I forgive him ! If I not revenge. 
© With utmoft rage, and moft unftaying fury, 
Thy fufferings, thou dear darling of my life. 
Bel Delay no longer then, but to the fenate,., 
And tell the difmal’ft ftory ever utter’d: 
Tell em what bloodthed, rapines, defolations, . 
Have been prepar’d : how near’s the fatal hour, . 
Save thy poor country, fave the reverend blood . 
Of all its nobles, which to-morrow’s dawn- 
Mutt elfe fee dead. ‘ Save the poor-tender lives » 
© Of all thofe little infants, which the {words 
© ©f murderers are whetting for, this moment. 
« Think thou already hear’it their dying {creams ; 
*Thiatk that thou fee’ft their fad diffracted mothers, . 
Bea: * Bneeling » 


, 
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* Kneeling before thy feet, and begging pity 
* With torn dithevel’d hair, and ftreaming eyes, 
“ Their naked mang!'d breafts, befmear’d with blood ; 
’. € And even the milk, with which their fondled babes 
* Softly they hufh’d, dropping in anguifh from ’em: 
+* Think thou feeft this, and then confuit thy heart. 
“Faff Oh . 
‘ Bel. Think too, if you lofe this prefent minute, 
‘ V/hat mileries thenext day brings upon thee; 
“ Imagine all the horrors of that night ; 
‘ Murder and rapine, wafte and defolation, 
‘ Confus’dly raging:’ Think what then may prove. 
My lot; the ravifher may then come fafe, . 
And, ’midft the terror of the publicruin, > . 
Do a damn’d deed; ‘perhaps may laya train. | 
* To catch thy life: "Then where will be revenge, . 


4 


‘ The dear revenge that’s due to fach awrong? 
Faff. By v5 Heaven’s powers, prophetic truth dwells in 
4 CIEE 555%] : r 
Eor every word thou fpeak’ft ftrikes thro’ my heart, 
* Like a new light, and fhews it, how’t has wander’d, 
Jutt what thou’ made me, take me, Belvidera, 
And lead me to the place where I’m to fay 
eT his bitter leffon ; where] mult betay 
My truth, my virtue, conftancy, and friends, 
Moi I betiay my friend? Ah! take me quickly ; 
Secure me well before that thought’s renew’d ; 
df ivelapie once more, all’s loft for ever, ; 
Bel. Haft thou a friend more dear than Belvidera ? 
Jef. Nos thow rt my foul itfelf ; wealth, friendfhip, 
~ honour. 
All prefent joys, and earneft of all future, 12M epe Re 
Are fumm’din thee. ‘ Methinks, when inthy arms, 
* ‘Thus leaning on thy breaft, one minute’s more 
‘ ‘Than a long thoufand years of vulgar hours. 
_* Why was {uth happinefs not given me,-pure? 
‘ Why dafh’d with cruel wrongs, and bitter warnings? 
Come, lead me furward, now, like a tame lamb J 
To facrifice. ‘1 hus, in his fatal garlands es ee) 
. Deck’ 


% 
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Deck’d fine and pleas’d, the wanton {kips and plays, 
‘Frots by th’enticing flatt’ring prieitefs’ fide, 

And much tran{ported with its little pride, . 
Forgets his dear companions of the plain ; ' 
Till, by her bound, he’s on.the altar, lain,. f 


Yet then too hardly bleats, {uch pleafure’s in the pain, 
Enter Officer and fix Guards. 
Of. Stand! who goes there ?= 
Bel. Friends. 
* Jaf. Friends, Belvidera! Hide me from my friends’; - 
¢ By Heav’n, I'd rather fee the face of hell,: 
*- Than meet the man I fove. ° : 
Of:. But what friends are you? : 
_ Bel, Friends to the fenate, and the ftate of Venice... ~ 
Ofi. My orders are to feize on all.I find 
At this late hour; and bring “em to the council,. 
Who are now fitting. 
Jaf. Sir, you fhall be obey'd. 
‘ Hold, brute, ftand off ! ‘none of your paws upon. me. 
Now the lot's caft, and, fate, do whatthou wilt. - 
[Excunt guarded.” 


SCENE, the Senate-Hou/e, rb 


UW hire appear fitting the Duke of Venice, Priuli, Antonio; , 
| and eight other Senators. ; 


Duke. Antony, Priuli, fenators of Venice, - 
Speak, why are we affembled here this night ? - 
What have you to inform us of, concerns - 
The ftate of Venice’ honour, or its fafety ? 

Pri. Could words exprefs the ftory I’ve to tell you,:, 
Fathers, thefe tears were ufelefs, thefe fad tears 
Dhat fall from my old eyes ; but there is caufe 
We all fhould weep, tear off thefe purple robes, . 
And wrap ourfelves in fackcloth, fitting down 
On the fad earth, and cry aloud to Heav’n : 
Heav'n knows, if yet there be an hour to come - 
fre Venice be no more. t 

All Sen. How ! 

Eg: Pye 
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Pri. Nay, we ftand 
Upon the very brink of gaping ruin. ~ 
Within this city’s form’d a dark confpiracy 
To maffacre-us all, our wives and children, 
Kindred and friends, our palaces and temples 
To lay in afhes : nay, the hour too fix’d ; 
The fwords, for ought I know, drawn e’en'this moment, 
And the wild wafte begun. From unknown hands 
Thad this warning ; but, if we are men, 
Let's not be tamely butcher’d, but do fomething 
‘That may inform the world, in after-ages, 
Our virtue was not ruin’d, tho? we were. 
. [A noifeavithout. 
Room, room, make room for fome prifoners——- * 
* Sex. Let’s raife the city. 
Enter Officer and Guards. 
Duke, Speak, there. What difturbance? 2 
Oi. Two prifoners have the guards feiz’d in the ftreet,. 
Who fay, they come to inform this reverendfenate 
About the prefent danger. — + sul 
Enter Jaflier and Officer. 
All. Give "em entrance—Well, who are you ? 
_ eff. & villain. 
* Ant. Short and pithy’: 
Phe man {peaks well. Pa, 
Jaf. Would every man, that hearssme, 
Would deal fo honeftly, and own-his title. ath 
Duke. "Tis ramourd, thata plot has beencontriv’d 
Againtt this flate; and you'vea fharein’ttoo, 
If you are a villain, to redeem your honour 


- Unfold the truth, and be reftor’d-with mercy. 


af. Think not, that I to fave my life came hither = f 
T know its value better; but in pity 1 
To all thofe wretches, whofe unhappy dooms « 
Are fix'd and feal’d.. You fee me here before YOUs,) ae 
‘The {worn and covenanted foe of Venice ; - > atin 
But ufe me as my dealings may deferve,. . “aq 
And I may prove a friend, } 

Duke. The flave capitulates 
Give him the tortures, 


as . Cel 
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_. Yaff- "That you dare not do : 
Your fear won't let you, nor the longing itch: 
. To hear.a ftory which you: dread the truth of :: 
Truth, which the fear of fmart fhall ne'er get: from. 
proses 
_€owards are fear'd with threat’nings ; boys are whipt. 
Into confeflions : but a fteady mind 
| Ads of itfelf, ne’er afks the body counfel. 
Give him the-tortures! Name but fuch.a:thing’ - 
Again, by heav’n I'll fhut thefe lips for ever. 
Not all your racks, your engines, or your wheels,. 
Shall force a groan away, that you may guefs at. 
© Ant. A bloody-minded fellow, I'll warrant ; 
« A damn’d bloody-minded fellow. 
Duke. Name your conditions. 
 -Faff. For myfelf full pardon,. 
Befides the lives of two and twenty friends,. 
Whofe names are here enroll’d—Nay let their crimes: 
Be ne’er fo monftrous, I muft have the oaths ‘ 
_ And facred promife of this reverend council, 
That in a full affembly of the fenate 
The thing I fwear be ratify:d. Swear this, 
And T'll unfold the fecret of your danger, 
« All, We'll {wear. 
Duke. Propofe the oath. - 
Jaf. By all the hopes 
You ie of peace sesh happinefs hereafter, 
_ Swear. ; 
© All. We-all fwear, 
‘ Jaf. To grant me what I've afk'd, 
Ye {wear? Y 
All. We {wear.. 
» Faf: And,, as ye keep the oath, 
May you,, and your pofterity be blefs'd, 
Or curs’d for ever. 
All, Elfe be curs’d for ever. ~ 
Jaf. Jae here’s the lift, and witht the full dif- 
» elofe 
‘OF all that threatens you. [Delivers a papers 
“Now,, fate, thou haft caught me. 
: F < Aut, 


bal 


ay 
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© Ant. Why, what a dreadful catalogue of cut-throats = 
© ishere! I'll warrant you, not one of thefe fellows but 
‘ has a face like a lion, I dare/not. fo much.as read. 
‘their names over.’ ie ; 
Duke. Give order that all diligent fearch, be made 
"ho feize thefe men,. their:charatters are public 
‘The paper intimates their rendezvous 
To be at the houfe of the fam’d Grecian conrtezan,. 
Call’d Aquilina; fee the place fecur'd. ‘ 
© Ant. What, my Nicky Nacky! Hurry,.durry! 
« Nicky Nacky,.in the plot—l’ll make a fpeech. 
« Mott nable fenators,. ‘ ; 
© What headlong apprehenfions drive ae on, | 
« Right, noble, wiie,,and truly folid fenators, 
« To violate the laws and rights of. nations ?. 
* The lady is a lady of renown ; 
«Tis true, fhe holds a houfe of fair reception. 
« And, tho’ I fay’t myfelf, as many more 
© Can fay, as well as I. ; hres 
“2 Sen. My lord, long fpeeches sh) Sale 
© Are frivolous here,,when dangers are fo near us. . 
« Weall well know your intereit in that lady 3. | 
© The world talks loud on’t.. | 
« Ant. Verily Lhave done ; 
© | fay no more. 
© Duke. But, fince he has declar’d: { 
« Himfelf concern’d,, pray, Captain, take great caution 
* Fo treat the fair-one as becomes her character ; 
« And let her bed-chamber be fearch’d with decency. 
You, Jafier, muft with patience bear till morning 
To be our prifoner, ; 
Faf. Would the chains of death ; 
Had bound me fafe, e’er [had known this minute. 
© lve done a deed will make my ftory hereafter 
« Quoted in competition with all ill ones; ‘ 
© ‘the fto:y of my wickednefs fhall run, 
© Down thro’ the low traditions of the vulgar, . 4 
¢ And boys be taught to tell the tale of Jaftiers. ‘J 
Dake. Captain, withdraw your prifoner. rs 
Jaf. Sir, if poffible, . ie 
Lead me where my own thoughts themfelves may ee 
' ; 4 ’ Wher 


. * i . 
a 


wie. 
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Where I may doze out what I've left of life, 
Forget myfelf, and this day’s guilt and falfehood. 
Cruel remembrance, how fhall I appeafe thee ? 


f [Exit guarded. 
Off. [avithout.] More traitors; room, room, make 
Duke. How's this, guards? [room there, 


Where are our guards? Shut up the gates, the treafon’s 
Already at the doors. 
Enter Officers 
Offi. My lords, more traitors, 
Seiz’d in the very act of confultation ; 
Furnifh’d with arms and inftruments of mifchief, 

Bring in the prifoners. : 
Enter Pierre, Renault, Theodore, Eliot, Revellido, 
and other Confpiraters, in fetterss 

Pier. You, my lords, and fathi-s, 
(As you are pleas'd .to call yourfelves) of Venice 5 
If you fit here to guide the courfe of juftice, 
Why thefe difgraceful chains, upon the limbs 
That have fo often labour'’d in your fervice ? 
Are thefe the wreaths of triumph ye beftow 
On thofe, that bring you conqueft home, and honours? 
- Duke, Go on; you fhall be heard, Sir. 
‘ Ant, And be hang’d too, I hope. 
Pier, Are thefe the trophies I've deferv'd, for fighting 
Your battles with confederated powers? 
When winds and feas confpir’d to overthrow you 5 
And brought the fleets of Spain to your own harbours 5 
And you, great Duke, fhrunk trembling in your palace,. 
And faw your wife, the Adriatic, plough’d, ; 
Like a lewd whore, by bolder prows than yours, 
Stepp’d not I forth, and taught your loofe Venetians 
The tafk of honour, and the way of greatnefs? 
Rais’d you from your capitulating fears 
To ftipulate the terms of fu’d-for peace ? 
And this my recompence! If I’m a traitor, 
Produce my charge; or fhew the wretch that’s bafe 
And brave enough, to tell me I'ma traitor, » 
_ Duke. Know you one Jaffier ? [Confp. murmur. 
Pier. Yes, and know his virtue. i 
is 
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His juftice, truth, his general worth, and fufferings: 
From a hard father, taught me firft to love him. 
Enter Jatier guarded. ° 
Duke, See him brought forth. | 
Pier. My friend too bound! nay then 
Our fate has conquer’d us, and we muft-fall. 
‘Why droops the man whofe welfare’s fo much mine, 
‘They’re but one thing? Thefe reverend tyrants, Jafliers 
Call us traitors. Art thou oné, my brother ? , 
Faff. To thee, I am the falfeft, verieft flave,. 3 
‘That e’er betray’d a generous, trufting friend, ; 
And gave up honour to be fure of ruin. ; a 
All our fair hopes, which morning was t’ have erewan'd;. 
Has this curs'd tonpue o'erthrown, : 
‘ 
4 


Pier, So, then ail’s over: 
Venice has loft her freedom, I my life, © 
No more!’ ray 

Duke. Say; will you make confeffion ; 


Of your vile deeds, and truft the fenate’s mercy ? : 


Pier. Curs’d.be your fenate; curs’d your conftitutio 
The curfe of growing factions and divifions, © 
Still vex your councils, fhake your public fafety, 
Hateful to you, as thefe bafe chains to me. 
Duke. Pardon, or-death ? 
Pier. Death! honoarable death ' 7 
Ren. Death’s the beit thing we afk, or you can-give, 
_ No fhamefu] bonds, but. honourable death,, 
Duke, Break up the council, Captain, guard you 
prifoners, aid 7 
Jaffier, you’re free, but thefe muft wait for judgment. 
; [ Bx. all the senators 
Pier. Come, where's my. dungeon?.Lead me, to my ftraw: 
Tt will not be the firft time I’ve lodg d hard; 
To do the fenate fervice. 2 
Jaf. Hold one moment. 
Pier, Who’s he difputes the judgment of the-fenate ?~ 
Prefumptuous rebe]—-on— [Strikes J 
yaf, By Heav’p, you ftir not! 
Ty muft be heard; I mutt have leave to fpeak. 
Thou hat difgrac’d me, Pierre, by a vile blaw:- - 
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Jad not a dagger done thee nobler juftice? 
3ut ufe me as thou wilt, thou can‘it not wrong me, 
tor I am fallen beneath the bafeft injuries : 
Yet look upon me with an eye of mercy, 
With pity and with charity behold me; 
; Shut not thy heart againft a friend’s repentance ; 
But, as there dwells a godlike nature in thee, 
Liften with mildnefs to my fupplications. 
Pier. What whining monk art thou? what holy cheaf, 
That would’it incroach upon my credulous ears, 
And cant’ft thus vilely ? Hence! I know thee not 3 
‘ Diffemble and be nafty. Leave, hypocrite. 
Jaf, Not know me, Fierre! 
Pier. No, know thee not! What art thou? f 
aff. Jather, thy friend, thy once lov’d valu’d friend! 
Tho’ now deferv’dly fecrn’d, and us’d moft hardly. ] 
Pier. Thou, Jafier! thou, my once lov’d valu’d friend ! 
By Heav’ns, thou ly’it; tke man fo call’d, my friend, 
Was generous, honeft, faithful, juft, and valiant ; 
Noble in mind, and in his perfon lovely ; ; 
Dear to my eyes, and tender to my heart; 
But thou, a wretched, bafe, falfe, worthlefs coward, 
Poor, even in foul, and loathfome in thy afpets 
All eyes muft thun thee, and all hearts dete th*e, 
Prithee ayoid; nor longer cling thus round me, 
Like fomething baneful, that my nature’s chill’d at.’ 
BLE Ihave. not wrong’d thee, by thefe tears | have 
be - not, : ; 
© But ftill am honeft, true; and, hope too, valiant; 
« My mind ftill full of thee, therefore {till noble, 
« Let not thy eyes then fhun me, nor thy heart 
* Deteft me utterly. Oh! look upon me, 
€ Look back, and fee my fad, fincere fubmiffion ! 
« How my heart {wells, as e’en ’twould burlt my bofom ; 
i‘ Fond of its goal, and labouring to be at thee. : 
* What fhaJl1 do? what fay, to make thee hear me? 
Pier. Hatt thou nct wrong’d me?. Dar’ft thou call 


‘That once lov'd, valud friend of mine, [thyfelf 
And fwear thou’ hait not wrong’d me? Whence thefe 
Chains? 


Whence . 
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‘Whence the viledeath which I may meet this moment? 
Whence this difhonour, but from thee, thou falfe one? —— 
aff, All’s true; yet grant-one thing, and I’ve done 


_® — Pier. What's that? . [atking. 
. Faff. To take thy life, on fuch conditions 7 
The council have propos’d: thou, and thy friends, 


May yet live long, and to be better treated, 
Pier. Life! afl my life! Confefs! record myfelf 
A villain, for the privilege to breathe, ‘ 

And carry up and down this curfed city, 

A difcontented and repining fpirit, 

Burthenfome toitfelf, a few years longer; ; 

To lofe it, may be, at laft, in a lewd quarrel : 

_For fome new friend, treacherous and falfe as thou art! 

No, this vile world and I, have long been jangling, 

‘And cannot part on better terms than ‘now, ‘ 

When only men, like thee, are fit to live in’t. 

Saf. By all that’s juft : 

Pier. Swear by fome other powers, 

For thou haft broke that facred oath too lately. 

Jaf. Then, by that hell I merit, [ll not leave thee, 
Till, to thyfelf, at leaft thou'rt reconcil’d, 
However thy refentment deal with me. 

Pier. Not leave me! 

Fag. No; thou fhalt not force me from thee. 
Ufe me reproachfully, and like a flave; _ 
Tread on me, buffet me, heap wrongs on wrongs 
On my poor head; I'll bear it all with patience 
Shall weary out thy moft unfriendly cruelty : 

Lie at thy feet, and kifs’em, tho’ they fpurn me ; 

Till wounded by my fufferings, thou relent, 

And raife me to thy arms, with dear forgivenefs, 
Pier. Art thou not 
Fag. What? 

Pier, A traitor? 

af. Yes. 

oe A villain ? 

Fag. Granted, th Fee 

Pier. A coward, a moft fcandalous coward 5 
Spiritlefs, void of honour; one who has fold . 
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‘hy evetlatting fame, for thamelef life! 
jaf. Au, all, and more, much more: my faiilts ate 
numberlefs. eck : 
Pier. And would’ thou have me live on tering like Ae 
ales as thou?rt falfe [thine ? hn 
Jaf No; ’tisito me that’s granted: li 
“he fafety of thy life was all 1 aim’d at, 
n recompence-for faith.and truft fo broken. 
Pier. 1 {corn it more, becaufe preferv’d by thee 
ind, as when firftmy foolifh heart took pity. 
yn thy misfortunes, fought thee in thy miferies, 
eliev’d thy wants, and rais’d thee from the fate 
)f wretchednefs, in which thy fate had plung’d thee, 
°o rank thee in my lift of noble friends ; 
ill I receiv’d, in furety for thy truth, ) 
Vere unregarded oaths, and this, this dagger, . 
given with a worthlefs pledge, thou fince haft {tol’n 
o I reftore it. back to thee again ; 
wearing: by all thofe powers which thou haft violated, 
ever from this curs’d hour, to hold communion, ~~ 
‘riendfhip, or intereft, with thee, tho’ our years 
Vere to exceed thofe limited the world, : 
fake it—farewel—for now I owe thee nothing. | 
_Faff. Say, thou wilt live then. 
Pier. For my life, difpofe it 
oft as thou wilt, becaufe ’tis what I’m 8 'd with. 
Jaf Oh, maoere ! 
oe No more. 
» My eyes noa’e lofe the fight of thee, Lagte 
ut lenge after thine, and ake with gazing. 
Pier, Leave me—Nay, then thus, thus I ‘throw thee 
. from me ; 
\nd-curfes, great as is Eby fulitieady catch thee. [Evx- 
af. Amen. ‘ 
e's gone, my father, friend, preferver, 
nd here’s the portion, he has left me : 
[ Holds the dagger ap. 
his dagger. Well remember’d! with this dagger, 
gave a jolemn vow, of dire importance ; 
arted with this, and Belvidera together. ere * 
Vout | F Have 
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Have a care, mem’ry., drive that thought no farther, 
No, [li efteem it, as.a friend’s lait legacy ; 
Treafure it up, within this wretched Sofom, 

_ Where it may. grow acquainted with my heart, 
That, when they meet, they flart not from each other. 

' So, now for thinking—A blow, call’d traitor, villain, 
Coward, difhonourable coward ; fough ! ; 
© Oh! fora long found fleep, and fo forget itis on a 
Down, bufy devil. ey ust 

Enter Belvidera. 


Bel. Whither fhall I fy ? Gent % x 
Where hide me and my miferies together ?. bstivaa 
‘Where’s now the Roman conftancy ! boafted? . : 
Sunk into trembling fears and defperation, 4 


Not daring to look up to thar dear face 
Which us’d to {mile, even on my faults; but, Yes 
Bending thefe miferable eyes to earth, 
Muft move in penance, and implore much mercy. | 
Baff. Mercy! kind Heav’n has furely endlefs ftores 
Hoarded for thee, of bleffings yet untaited : 
* Let wretches, loaded hard with guilt, as I am, 
‘ Bow with the weight, and groan beneath the burthen, ~ 
« Creep with aremnant of that ftrength they’veleft  * 
* Before the footftool of that Heav’n they’ve injur’d. 
Oh, Belvidera! I’m the wretched’ft creature 
Ber crawl’d on earth. « Now, if thou’aft virtue help mes 
* Take me into thy arms, and fpeak the words af, pene 
Tomy divided foul, that wars'within me, 
And raifes every fenfe)to my. confufion : 
By Heav'n, I’m.tottering on the very brink 
Of peace; and thou art “all the hold I’ve left. 
‘ Bel. Alas! I know thy forrows are.moft mighty : 
-* I know thou’aftcaufe to mourn, ito Sie? my julio 
_€ With end!efs cries, and never- cae: wailing : 
* 'Thow’ait loft 
‘ Faf.-Oh! T have loft what can’t bé counted 
My friend too, Belvidere, that dear friend, 
Who; next to thee, was all my health rejoic’d i in, 
Has las’ me like a flay €, fhamefully us’d-me : 
*T would break thy piping heart to hear the shi 
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‘ What fhalf I do? Refentment, indignation, 
“ Love, pity, fear, and mem’ry how I’ve wrong’d him, . 
* Dittraé& my quiet, with the very thought on’t. 
‘ And tear my heart to pieces in my ‘bofom. 
Bel, What has he done? © ht 4 
<Fef. Vhou’dit hate me, fhould-I tell thee. 
* Be. Why? 

§ Fag. Oh! he has us’d me! yet, by Heav’n, I bear it; 
He has wis’d me, Belvidera.!: But firtt fwear, 
That when ve told thée, thou wilt not loath me utterly, 
‘ '‘Vho’ vileit blots and ftains appear upon me ; 
But fill, at leaft with charitable poodnefs, 
Be near me, in the pangs of my affliction ; 
Nor feorn me, Belvidera, as he has done. 

‘ Bel, Have I then e’er been falfe, that now I’m 

© doubted? 

* Speak, what’s the caufe I’m grown into diftruft ? 

« Why thought unft to hear my love’s cornplaining & 

‘Jaf. Oht | 
* Bel. Tell me. - 

_ * Jaf: Bear my failings, for they’re many- 

* Oh, my dear angel! in that friend, I've lot © 

* All my foul’s peace ; for every thought of him,’ 

* Strikes my fenfe hard, and deads it in my brains? 

© Would’tt thon believe it ? 

_. © Bel. Speak. 

Jaf. Before we parted, ‘ 

P’re yet his guards had led him to his prifon, © 

Full of {everett forrows for his fafferings, 

With eyes o’erflowing, anda bleeding heart, 
* Humbling myfelf, almoft beneath my naturey 
‘As at his feet I kneel’d, and fu’d for mercy, 

© Forgetting all our friendship, all the dearnefs, 

* In which we’ve liv'’d fo many years together, 

With areproachful hand, he dath’d a blow: 

He ftruck me, Belvidera! by Heav’n, he ftruck me! 
Buffetted, call’d me traitor, villain, coward. ; 
4 Ia coward? Am [a villain? Tell me: 

hou’rt the beft judge, and mad’ft me, if lam fo? 
Damnation! Coward! - 
Bel, Oh! forgive him, spat 
; 2 
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And, if his {offerings wound thy heart already, 
What will they do to-morrow.? ~ 
agi AW) divin NW oh See 
Bel. "Vo-morrows. . 460 
‘When thou fhalt fee him ftretcli’d invall the agonies 
Of a tormenting’and a fiameful death ; : 
His bleeding bowels, and his broken limbs,. 
Infulted o’er, by a vile. butcheting villain 5 \' 
What will thy heart de-then? Oh! fure ’twillftream, 
Like my eyes now.. é 
Saf. What means thy dreadful ftory ? ; 
Death, and to-morrow! Broken limbs and bowels f° 
* Infulied o’er by a vile butchering villain ! 
« By all my fears, I fhall ftarc out tomadnefs 
« With bravely guefing, if the truth’s hid longers 
Bel. The faithlefs fenators, ’tis they’ve decreed it > 
‘They fay, according te our friead sreque®, |. 
"They fhall have death, and noignoble bandage 
Declare their promis’d mercy ail as forfeited: 
Fale to their oaths, and deaf to imterceffion, 
Warrants are pafs’d’for public death to-morrow. 
aff. Death! doom’d to die! ‘condewn’d unheard ¥, 
wnpleaded ! "4 
Bel: Nay, cruel’ racks and torments.are prepariig: ~ 
To force confeffion from their dying pangs.  § 
@h! do not lock fo terribly upon mel 
How your lips fhake, and all your face diforder’d? 
What means my love? . . 
Faff. Leave me, I charge thee, leave me~———-Strong: 
‘Wake in my heart. | [temptations. 
‘Bel, For what ? 
Jaf. No more, but leave me. 


Bel, Why? ; 
Jaf Oh! by Heav’n, I love thee with that fondnefs,_ 
» Fwould not have thee ftay a moment longer 1 


Near thefe curs’d hands: Are they not cold upon thee 
[Pulls the dagger half out of his bofom, and 


puts it back again, 
Bel. No, everlafting comfort’sin thyarms, =» 
To lean thus on thy breait, is fofter eafe + bee ah 


‘Lhan dewny pillows, deck*d-on leaves of rofes. 
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Jaf. Alas! thou think’ft not of the thorns ’tis fill’d 
are with : 
Fly, e’er they gall thee. There’s a lurking ferpent - 
Ready to leap, and fting thee to the heart: «'* 
Art thou not terrify’d? 
Bel. No.. 
Jaf. Call to mind 
What thou haft done, and whither thou.haft broucht me. 
Bel. Hah! : [mifchief! 
Faf; Where's my friend? my friend, thou finiling 
Nay, fhrink er now ’tis too late ; ‘thou fhould’ft have 
fle 


‘ When thy guilt firft had caufe ;’ for dire revenge 
[s a and raging for my-friend. He groans! 
Hark, how he groans! his {creams are in my ears 
Already ; fee, they’ve fix’d him on the wheel, 
And now they tear him—Murder! Perjur’d fenate'! 
Murder—Oh !—Hark thee, traitrefs, thon haft done this! 
Thanks to thy tears, and falfe perfuading love. 
How her eyes {peak ! Oh, thou bewitching creature! 
t [Funtling for his dagger. 

Madnefs can’t hurt thee. Come, thou little tremble, 
Creep even into my heart, and there lie fafe ; 
Tis thy own citadel—Hah—yet ftand off. 
Heav’n muft have juitice, “ and my broken vows 
‘ Will fink me elfe beneath its reaching mercy. 
ll wink, and then ’tis done B 

Bel. What means the lord ae pa 
Of me, my life, and love ? What’s in thy bofom, 
Thou grafp’ft at fo? ‘ Nay, why am I thus treated ? 

; [Draws the dagger, and offers to fab hers 
* What wilt thou do?? Ah! do not kill me, faffier: 
‘ Pity thefe panting breafts, and trembling limbs; 
‘ That us’d to clafp thee when thy looks were milder, 
‘ That yet hang heavy on my unpure’d feul ; 
‘ And plunge it not into eternal .darknefs, 

Jaf. Know, Belvidera, when we parted lait, 
[ gave this dagger with thee, as in truft,. 
To be thy portion if J e’er prov’d falfe. 
On fuch condition, was my truth believ’d . 

, Ege But 
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But now "tis forfeited, and muft be paid for..* 
[Ogers. £0 fab her agains 
Bel. Ont Mercy | [: Kneeling. 
aff. Nay, no ftr uggling. 
Bz mf Now then, kill me, 
[Leaps on his neck, and tipi bins 
While thus, I cling about thy cruel neck,, i 
Kifs thy revengeful lips, and die in joys " 
Greater than any I can guefs hereafter. | 
Faf. \am,.1 am a coward, witnefs’t Heav’n,, 
Witnefs it, earth, and, every being witnefs : 
"Tis but one blow ! ! yet, by immortal love, 
I cannot longer bear/a thought to harm thee. 
: | He throws away the dagger, and embraces: har. 
The feal of Teowseues: is {ure upon : thee ; ; 
And thou wert born for yet unheard-of wonders, 
Oh ! ‘thou.wert either born to fave or damn me. 


a 


. 
: 

_ By.all the power that’s:given. thee o’er my foul, : 
By thy refiftlefs tears and conquering fniles, ° 2a 
« By the victorious love, that, itil waits.on thee 5” 7 
Ely, to thy cruel. father, fave.my. friend, . 3 3 
-Or all our future quiet’s; loft forever. yal 
F4ll at his feet, cling round his’ rey’rend limbs, . ‘ 
Speak to him with thy eyes, and with thy tears, 3 


Melt his hard heart, and wake dead. nature in him, 
Crufh him, in thi arms, torture him, with thy foftnefs >. 
Nor till thy prayers are granted, fet him free, - 
But conquer him, as thou haft conquer’d mes [Bei 


Enp.of the FourtH Act. 


; Hote aC) By Vo i j * 
SCENE, an Apartment in Priults. ss 
Enter Priuli folus.. 
Mie ot sek Pheea 

HY, cruel Heav’n, have my ree tai ys 
Been lengthen?d to this-fad'one ? Oh! difhonot 
And deathle{s infamy have fallen upon me, ; 

Was it my fault? Am Ja traitor? No, 
But then, my only child, my say Sh wedded : _ 


My 


Le 
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[here my beft blood runs foul, and a difeafe. ~ 
incurable has feiz’d upon my memory,.. 
To make it rot and fttnk to after-ages._ 
~ Curft be the fatal minute when I got her ; 
- Or ‘wou’d that I’d been any thing but man, . 
| And rais’d an iffue which would ne’er have wrong’d: 
The miferableft creatures (man excepted)’ [mes 
Are not the lefs efteem’d, tho’ their pofterity y ; 
* Degenerate from the virtues of their fathers > 
| The vileft'beafts are happy in: their offspring, 
‘- While only man, gets traitors, whores, and villains, 
‘ Curs’d be the ‘name,. and fome {wift blow from fate- 
'- Lay this head deep, where mine may be forgotten, 
Enter Belvidera, in a long mouraing veil. 
Belv, He’s-there,. my father, my inhuman father,. 
That for three: years has left an-only child. 
Expos’d to all: the outrages of fate, . 
And cruel ruin !—oh———— 
Pri. What child of forrow. 4 
Art thou, that com’it wrapt up in weeds of fadnefs, - 
And mov’ft as if thy fteps were tow’rds a grave ?’ 
-Belv. A wretch who from the very top of a ante 
Am fallen into the loweft depths of mifery, 
And want your pitying hand to raife me up again. 
* Pri. Indeed thou talk?ft as:thou hadi “iret Tastowss ie 
* Would I could help thee! ‘ 
© Belv. ’Tis greatly in your power : 
* The world too fpeaks you charitable s and I, 
“Who ne’er afk’d alms before, in that dear hope,. 
« Am come a begging to you, Sir, 
“© Pri. For what ?. 
‘ Bely, Oh! wellregard me, is this voice a ftrange one ?- 
*.Confider too, when beggars once pretend rt 
*-A cafe like mine, no little will content ’em.. 
Pri. Whatwould’ft thou beg for ?’ 
Bely. ‘Pity and forgivenefs. Throwsup her veil... 
By the kind tender names of child and father, . 
Hear my complaints, and take me to your loves. 
Pri. My daughter! . 
Belw. Yes, your daughter,‘ by a mother 
«Virtuous: and noble, faithfal to your honour, 
| * € Obedient: 
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‘ Obedient to your will, kind to your wifhes, 
. * Dear to your arms... By all the joys the gave you, _ 
« When in her blooming years fhe was your treafure, 
* Look kindly on me? In my face behold ; 
‘ The lineaments of her’s you’ve kifs’d fo often, 
« Pleading the caufe of your poar caft-off child. 
‘ Pri. Thou art my.danghter. 65 
‘ Bely, Yes’—and you've oft’ told me, 
With {miles of love-and chafte paternal kiffes, 
I’?d much refemblance of my mother, 
“Pres Op! 
« Hadf thou inherited. her matchlefs virtues, 
© T’ad too been blefs’d. 
© Bely. Nay, do not call to memory 
« My difobedience.; but let pity enter 
‘ Into your heart, and quite deface:th’ impreffion, 
‘ For could you think how mine’s perplex’d, what fad-— 
.€ Fears and defpairs diftra&t the peace within me. [nefs,, 
«Oh! you would take me into your dear, dear arms, - 
* Hover with {trong compaflion o’er your young one, ; 
‘ To fhelter me with a prote&ing wing rg ak 
* From the black gather’d iterm, that’s juft, juft breaking, - 
Pri. Don’t talk thus. ~; 
Belo. Yes, 1 mutt; and you muft hear too, J 
I kave a hufband, 
Piz. Damn him, — 
‘Belw. Oh! do not curfe him ; 
He would not fpeak fo hard a. word. towards you 
_ On any terms, howe’er he deals with me. 
Pri. Ah! what means my child > 
« Bels, Oh! there’s but this fhort moment 
«Twixt meand fate: yet fend-me not with curfes. 
* Down to my grave ; afford me one kind blefling - 
« Before we part: juft take me in your arms, d P 
© And recommend me with a prayerto Heav’n, i 
* That I may die in peace ; and when I'm dead— 


’ ¢ Pri, How my foul’s catch’d! , . . 
*“ Bely. Lay me, I beg you, lay me me eee 
‘ By the dear afhes of my tender mother. wa 


She would have pity’d me, had fate yet fpar’d her. _ 
« Pri, By Heav’n, my aking heart forebodes much 
-gmifchief! «Tell 
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‘Telfme thy ftory, for I’m ftill thy father. E 
© Belov, No; Vin-ftill contented.. 
© Pri: Speak. 
« Belo. No matter. 
ie Pre. A ellane': 
»By yon blefs’d Heav’n, my heart runs o’er with 
* Belv. Oh! [fondnefs. 
ees: iter t. heres 
Bely.. Oh! my hufband;. my dear hufband,. 
Sarries a dagger in his once kind bofom, © ' 
[> pierce the hear: of. your poor Belvidera. 
_ Pri. Kill thee | 2 
Bdw. Yes, killme. ‘When he pafs’d his faith, 
And covenant apainft your ftate and fenate, 
de gave me up a hoftage for his truth :. 
With me a dagger and a dire commiflion,., 
Whenever he fail’d, to plunge it-thro’ this bofom, 
elearnt the danger, chofe the hour of love 
I’ attempt his heart, and bring it back to honour. 
Steat love prevail’d, and blefs’d me with {uccefs ! 
de came, confefs’d, betray’d his deareft friends 
fox, promis’d mercy. Now they’re.doom?d to:fuffer, 
Sall'd.with remembrance of what. then was-fworn,.. 
if they are loft, he vows t’ appeafe the gods 
With this poor life, and make my blood th’ atonement. 
* Pri Heav’ns ! a 
* Bely. Think you faw what pafs’d at our laft parting; 
* Think you beheld him like a raging lion, 
' Pacing the earth, and tearing up his fteps. 
' Fate in his eyes, and roaring with the pain 
Of burning fury: think you faw his one hand 
~ Fix’d on my throat, while the extended other 
Grafp’d a keen threat’ning dagger: Oh! ’twas thus 
* We laft embrac’d, when, trembling with revenge 
Be dragg*d me to the ground, and at my bofom 
Prefented horrid death. Cry’d out, my friends, 
“Where are my friends? fwore, wept, rag’d,, threate 
be en’d, lov’d, 
For he yet lov’d, and that dear love preferv’d me. 
To this laft trial of a father’s pity. 
‘T fear not death; but cannot bear a thought it 
. aay i f at 
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* That that dear hand, fhould do th’ unfriendly office... 
If I was ever then your care, now hear me; 
Fly to the fenate, fave the promis'd lives , 
Of his dear friends, e’er mine be made the facrifice. 
Pri. Oh, my heart’s comfort! © ~ 
Bely. Will you not, my father ? ; 
Weep not, but anfwer mé, Mii8ii : 
Pri. By Heav’n I will. : 
Not one of them but what thall be immortal. 
Can’ft thou forgive me all my follies patt, 
Vil henceforth be indeed a father; never, 
Never more thus expofe, but cherith thee, 
Dear as the vital warmth that feeds my life, . 
Dear as thefe eyes that weep in fondnefs.o’er thee: © 
Peace to thy heart. -Farewel.  ~ a a 
- Blu. Go, and remember, 


"Tis Belvidera’s life her father pleads for. [Ex, fiveroll 
Enter Antonio. , { 
* Hum, hum,ha! 5 
* Signor Privli, my lord Pruli, my lord, my lord, m 
* lord. Nox we lords Jove to call one another by ov 
titles. My lord, my lord; my lord,—Pox on him, 
am a lord as well as he. And io let him fiddle—I 
warrant him he’s gone to the fenate-howfe, and Pll 
there too, foon enough for fomebody. Odd—here’ 
tickling fpeech about che plot; 11 prove there’s.a pl 
with a vengeance,~would I had it without book ; k 
me fee— seh are wit 
* Mott reverend fenators, . : : 
That there is a plot, furely by this time no man t 
hath eyes or underftanding in his head, will prefux 
to doubt ; “tis as plain as the light in the cucumber 
no---hold there---cucumber dces not come in yet- 
*tis as plain as the light in the fun, or as the mani 
the moon, even at noon-day. It is indeed a pum 
kin-plot, which juft as.it was mellow, we have ¢ 
ther’'d and now we have gatherd it, prepar’d an 
drefs‘d it, thall we throw it like a pickled cucamber 0 
of the window ? No: that it is not only a bloody, 
ric, execrable, damnable, and audacious plot: but 
is as I may fo fay, a faucy plot: and we all know, me 
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reverend fathers, that what is fauce for a .goofe is 
fauce for a gander: therefore, I fay, as thofe blaod 
thirfty ganders of the confpiracy would have deftroy’d 
us geefe, of the fenate, let us make hatte to deftroy 
thems fo ] humbly move for hanging—Hah! hurry 
durry,—I think this will do; though 1 was fomething 
out at firft, about the fun and the cucumber, 


« Enter Aquilina. 


« Aqui. Good morrow, fenator. 
* Ant, Nacky, my dear Nacky; morrow, Nacky, odd 
1 am very brifk, very merry, very pert, very jovial— 
ha aaaa—kifs me Nacky! how doft thou do, my little 
tory rory ftrumpet? Kifs me, I fay, hufly, kifs me. 
* Aqui. Kifs. me, Nacky! hang you, Sir coxcomb; 
hang you, Sir. 
‘ Ait. Haity taity, is it fo indeed? With all my heart, 
faith — Hey, then up go we. Faith, hey—shen up go we, 
dum dum derum dump. . [ fings. 
* Aqui. Signor. 
* Ant. Madona. 
§ Aqui. Do you intend to die in your hed ? 
“ Ant. About threefcore years hence much may be 
done, my dear. 
© Aqui. You'll be hang’d, Signor. 
* Ant. Hang’d, {weet-heart, prithee be quiet ; hang’d 
quoth-a; that’s a merry conceit with all my heart ; 
why thou jok’ft, Nacky; thou art given to joking, 
"ll fwear. Well, I proteit, Nacky, nay I mut pro- 
ft, and will -proteit, that I love joking dearly, man. , 
nd I love thee for joking, and I'll kifs thee for 
oking, and towfe thee for joking; and odd, I have a 
ith mind to take thee afide about that bufinefs for 
oking too, odd T have; and Hey, then up we go, dum , 
um derum dump. [ fngse 
Aqui. See you this, Sir?’ [Draws a dagger. 
Ant. O laud, a dagger! Oh, laud! it is naturally 
averfion, I cannot endure the fight on’t; hide it 
or Heaven’s fake; I cannot look that way till it be 
e—hideit, hideit, oh! oh! hide it. 
Aqui. Yes, in your heart Pll Lide it. 
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* Ant. My-heart! what hide a dagger insmy heart’s 
* blood! . 
Aqui. Yes, in thy heart, thy throat, thou pamper 
© devil ; 
* Thou hatt help’d to fpoil my peace, » cand Tul have 


ce vengeance 


‘On thy curs’d. life, ‘for all the ‘pldady Perales : 
The perjur’d faithiefs fenate. Where’s my lord, 7 
My happinefs, my love, my god, my hero, ; 
Doom’d by thy accurfed tongue, among the reft, 4 
T’ a fhameful rack? By all the rage that’s in mes 
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Vll‘be whole years in murdering thee. 
« Ant, Why, ‘Nacky, 4 
Wherefore fo paffionate ? ? What have I done? Wha’ 
the matter, my dear Nacky? .Am-not I thy iat 
thy happinefs, thy lord, thy hero, thy fenator,. ane 
every thing in the world, Nacky:? 
© Aqui. Thou! think’h thou, fon art fit to meet my 
To bear the eager clafp of my. embraces ? : Goyss 
Give me Pierre, or— ‘ 
© Aut. Why, he’s to be hang’d, little Sean. 
-Trufs’d up for treafon and.fo forth, child. 
« Aqui. hou ly’it; ftop.down thy throat that hellif 
« fentence, tp 
Or ’tis thy laft : “wear-that my love hall. tied 
Or thou art dead. ; sy 
«Ant. Ah! hhh. . ‘ . ‘ ‘ 
or Swear to recal his doom 
Swear at my feet, and trembleat my fu 
© At. 1 do! Now if the would but kick; a Title bi 
one kick now, Ah! h-hh. 
© Aqui. Swear or— 
‘Ant, 1 do by thefe dear fragrant foots and little toe 
{weet as ecee, my Nacky, Nacky, . Nacky, faith an 
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troth, , 

% Aqui. How! — 
-© Ant. Nothing but untie thy fhoe-ftrings a litile, 1 that 
all, that’s all, as L hope to live Nacky, that’s all, all. 
* Aqui. Nay, thea— 
© Ant. Hold; hold; thy dove, thy lord, ey hero 
fhall be preferv’d and fafe, 
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* Aqui, Or may this poniard 
Ruft in thy heart. 
© Ant. With all my foul. 
© Aqui. Farewel. . (Exit. 


* Ant. Adieu. Why, what a bloody-minded inveterate, 
termagant ftrumpet, have I been plagu’d with! Oh! 
hh! Yet no more! nay, then | die, { die—I’m dead 
already. [Stretches himfelf out. 

SCENE, a Garden. : 
- Enter Jafiier. 

Jaf. Final deftruétion feize on all the world. 
end down, ye Heav’ns, and fhutting round this earth, 
ruth the vile globe into its firft confufion ; 

Scorch it with elemental flames, to one curs’d cinder, 
And all us little creepers in’t, call’d men, 

Burn, burn to nothing: but let Venice burn, 
Hotter than all the reit: Here kindle hell, 
Ne’er to extinguifh ; and let fouls hereafter 
Groan here, in all thofe pains which mine feels row. 
Enter Belvidera, 


Bel. My life [Meeting him. 
Jaf My plague-——— [Turning from here 
Be. Nay, then I fee my ruin, 

f { mutt die! 


* Faf: No, death’s this day too bufy; * 
Thy father’s ill-tim’d mercy came too late.: 
I thank thee for thy labours though; and him too; 
But all my poor, betray’d, unhappy friends, 
‘Have fummons to prepare for fate’s black hour s 
And yet I live. 
* Bel. Then be the next my doom : 
I fee, thou haft-pafs’d my fentence-in thy heart, 
And I'll no longer weep, or plead againtt it, 
But with the humbleft, moft obedient patience, 
Meet thy dear hands and kifs ’em when they wound me. 
‘Indeed { am willing, but I bey thee do it 
With fome remorfe ; and when thou giv’it the blow, 
View me with eyes of a relenting love, ’ 
And thew me pity, for “twill fiveeten juftice. 
| ia Shew pity to thee! bs 
| , 
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« Bel. Yes; and when thy hands, oh in 
€ Charg’d with my fate, come trembling to the deed, 
* As thou hait done a thoufand thoufand times 
@ To this poor breaft, when kinder rage hath broug 

thee, ’ 
© When our ftung hearts have leap’d to meet each othe 
« And melting kifles feal’d our lips together ; 
© When joys have left me gafping in thy arms: 
« So let my death come now, and P’ll not fhrink from’ 
aff. Nay, Belvidera, do not fear my cruelty, 
Nor let the thoughts of death perplex thy fancy 5 
But anfwer me to what I fhall demand, : 
With a firm temper and unfhaken {pirit. 

Bel. J will, when I’ve done weeping— 

_» ‘Faff. Fie,’ no more on’t 
How long is’t fince that miferableday - a 
We wedded firft ? ere 

Bel. Ont hh! - - 

- ‘Faff. Nay, keep in thy tears, ‘ 
Left they unman me too. ‘ 

Bel. Heav’n knows J cannot 5 
The words you utter found fo very fadly, | 
The ftreams will follow— 1 

aff. Come, I'll kifs ’em dry then. | 

Bel. But was’t a miferable day ? : d 

Yaf: Acurs’done. — | < 

‘Bel, U thought it otherwife ; and you’ve often fivorn 
© In the tranfporting hours of warmeit love, 
« When fure you {poke the truth, you’ve fworn,” 
- Faff. "Twas a rath oath. '  [blefs’e 
Bel. Then why am I not curs’d too? 5 
Faff. No, Belvidera ; by the eternal truth, 
I doat with too much fondnefs. 
Bel. Still fo kind ! ; 
_ Still then do you love me? 
‘aff. « Nature in her workings, 
é Inclines not with more ardour to creation, 
< Than I do now towards thee :? Man ne’er was blefs 
- Since the firft pair met, as I have been. 
Bel. Then fure you will not curfe me? 
Jag. No, Vil blefs thee, 
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came on purpofe, Belvidera, to blefs thee, ’ 

Fis now, { think, three years, we’ye liv’d together.’ : 

‘Bel. And may no fatal minute ever part us, 

all, reverend grown for age and love, we go 

lown ito, one grave, as our laft bed, together ; 

here fleep in peace, till an eternal morning. 

Jaf. When will that be? [ Sighing. 

€ Bel. | hope, long ages hence. 

* Faf. Have-t not hitherto (I beg thee tell me 

Thy very fears) us’d thee with tender’ft love? 

Did e’er my foul rife up in wrath againit thee? 

Did I e’er frown, when Belvidera finil'd ? 

Or by the leaft unfriendly word, betra 

Abating paffion ? Have! ever wrong’d thee? 

yf BelNow 

‘* Faf. Has my heart, or have my eyes, e’er wander’d 

To any other woman ? 

* Bel, Never, never—I were. the worft of falfe- ones; 
'  fhould Laccufe thee. 

I own, I’ve been too happy ;_blefs’d above 

My fex’s charter. AE ert 

Jaf. Did I not fay, Icame to blefs thee? 

Bel. You did. 

Jaf. Then hear me, bounteous. Heav’n: 

bur down your bleffings on this. beauteous head, . 

There everlafting {weets are always fpringing, 

ith acontinual giving hand: let peace, 

onour, and fafety, always hover round her; 

ged her with plenty ; let her eyes ne'er fee _ 

fight of forrow, nor heart know mourning : 

rown all her days with joy,-her nights with reff... 

armlefs as her own thoughts ; and prop her virtue, 

0 bear the lofs of one that too much Jov'd; 

nd comfort her with patience in our parting: 

Bel. How ! Parting, parting}: 

Saf. Yes, for ever parting ;- 

have fworn, Belvidera, by yon:Heav’n. 

hat beft can tell how much I lofe to leave thee, . 

fe part this hour for ever. ¥ 

Bel. Oh! call back 

pur cruel blefling ; ftay with. me and curfe me. . sabe 

Rah? i ‘ Giz . Taff. 
4 ‘ 
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“ Faf. No, ’ts-refelv’d. © > sie Se 
‘ Bel. Then hear me too, juit Heav’n: 

* Pour down your curfes on this wretched head, 

« With never-ceafing vengeance ; let defpair, , 

* Danger, and-infamy, nay all, furround me 3 

* Starve me with wantings ; let my eyes ne’ér fee 

* A fight of comfort, nor my heart know peace: - 


_ “But dafh my days with forrow, nights with horrots. 


~* Wild as my own thoughts now, and let loofe fury, 
* To make me mad enough for what I lofe, 
“TfT mult lofe him, If I mut? T will nor, 
“Oh! turn and hear me ? ; 
Faff, Now hold, heart, or never, — 
Bei. By all the tender days we've liv'’d together, 

« By all our charming nights, and joys that crown’d’em, 
Pity: my fad condition ; fpeak, but {peak. : . 
af: On! hh! . : Ars 

. Bel. By thefe arms, that now cling round thy neck, 
* By this dear kifs, and by ten thoufand more, . 
By thefe poor ftreaming eyes— rtd 
| Jaf; Murder! unhold me : é a EE 
By th’immortal deftiny that doom’d me : 
[ Draws his dagger. 
To this curs’d minute, I’ll not live one longer; * : 
_ Refolve to let me go, or fee me fall ‘ 
« Bel. Hold, Sir, be patient. re? 
Jaf. Hark, the difmal bell — f Paffing bell tolls. 
Tolls out for death ! I muft attend its calltoo; : 
For my poor friend, my dying Pierre, expeéts me: 
He fent a meffage to require i’d fee him 


"Before he dy’d, and take his laft forgivenefs, 


Farewel, for ever. E? 
Bel. Leave thy dagger with me, - , 
‘Bequeath me fomeihing—Not one kifs at parting; 


_ Oh! my poor heart, when wilt thou break ? 


[Going out, looks back at him. 
) Saf. Yet flay: ’ eo 
We have achild, as yet a tender infant; ; 
‘Bea kind mother to him when I’m gone; 
Breed him in virtue, and the paths of honour, 7. 
But never let him know his father’s flory ; Ay “s 
5 C 
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| charge thee guard him from the wrongs my fate 
May do his future fortune, or his name. 
Now—neareriyet— ( Approaching each other." 
Oh! that my arms were riveted 
Thus round thee ever! But my friend! my oath! 
This, and no more.  [Kiffes her. 
Bel. Another, fure another, _ 
For that poor little one you’ve ta’en fuch care of, 
Ll) give’t him truly, : 
Faff So now farewel.: 
Bel. For ever? 
> Jaf. Heav’n knows for ever; all pood-angels guard* 
thee. 5 [ Bait... 
Bel, Al ill ones fure had charge of me this moment. 
©urs’d be my days, and doubly curs’d my nights, 
Which I muft now mourn out in widow’d tears ;: - 
“ Blafted be every herb, and fruit, and-tree ; - 
* Curs’d*be the rain that fall upon the earth, 
*And may the general curfe,' reach man and beatt.’ 
Oh! give me daggers, fire or water: 
How I could bleed, how burn, how drown, the-waves 
Huzzing and foaming round my.finking head, - 
Till I defcended to the peaceful bottom ! 
Oh! there’s all.quiet, here all‘rage and fury : 
The air’s toothin, and pierces my weak brain ; - * te 
Jong for thick fubftantial fleep: Hell! hell! 4 
Burt from the centre, rage and roaraloud, . 
Tf thou art‘ half fo hot, fo mad:as 1 am. t 
* Enter Priuli, and Servants, 
* Who’s there? [They feine her 
. © Pri, Ran, feize, and bring her fafely home ; 
© Guard her as youwould life: Alas, poor creature ! 
'* Bel. What to my hufband) then- conduét me™ 
‘quickly; - ee 
© Are all things ready? Shall we die moft glorioufly ? 
‘© Say nota word of this to:my old father : bie}: 
« Murmuring ftreams, foft . fhades, ‘and {pringing” 
. “flowers! © ; a ‘ 
€ Lutes, laurels, -feas of milk, and-fhips of amber...- ~ 
. : ; if Execunts 
63. nw. SCENE 
| te 
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SCENE openings difcovers a Scaffeld, and a Wheel pre- ; 
par'd for the Execution of Pierre; them enter Officer, 
~ Pierre, and Guards, * a Friar,’ Executioner, and a great : 
Rabblew 
* Off. Room, rocm iehooetand all by, inate room 5 
* for the prifoner. 
Pier, My friend not yet come? 
‘ Fri. ‘Why are you {fo obltinate ? 
§ Pier. Why you fo troublefome, that a poor aaa i 
* can’t die in peace, 
* But you, like ravens, will be croaking prepa him— 
¢ Fri. Yet Heav’n 
: Pier. I tell thee, Heav’n and I are friends : 
* Ine’er broke peace with’t yet, by cruel murders, © 
« Rapine, or perjury, or vile deceiving : 
* But liv’d in moral juftice towards all men : 
© Nor am a foe to the mot ftrong believers, ; i 
« Howe’er my own fhort-fighted faith confines me. r 
‘ Fri, But an all-{eeing judge 
* Pri. You fay my -conicience 
* Muft be my accufer; i have fearch’d that confcience, - 
* And find no records ‘there of crimes that {care me. 
* Fri, ’Tis ftrange, you fhould want faith. E 
* Pier. You want to lead 
§ My reafon blind-fold, like a pers lion, 
< Check’d of its nobler vigour ; then when bated = 
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* Down, to obedient tamenefs, make it couch 
‘And thew ftrange tricks, which yer call you fgns of 
<1) iS faiths 
-* So filly fouls are gull’d, and you get money. 
« Away ; no more.., Captain, I’d have hereafter 
* This fellow, write no lies of my converfion, 
* Becaufe he has.crept upon my troubled ine 
Enter Jather. 
Jaffe Bold eyes be drys yerditp: : 
Heart, ftrengthen me to bear iy ie 
- his hideous fight, and humble me. Take 
"The latt forgivenefs of a dying friend, : 
Betray’d by my vile falihood, to his ruin. ay? ' 
Oh, Pierre! 4 
Pier. Yet nearer, 
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Faff. Crawling on my knees, 
And proftrate on'the earth, let me approach thee : 
How thall I look up to thy injured face, 
Phat always us‘d to fmile with friendthip on me? 
It darts an air of fo much manly virtue, 
That I, methinks, look little in thy fight, 
And ftripes are fitter for me, than embraces. 
Pier. Dear to my arms, tho’ thou’ft undone my pag 
[ can’t forget to love thee. Prithee, Jaftier, 
Forgive that filthy blow my paifion dealt thee 
| am now preparing for the land of peace, 
And fain would have the charitable withes 
Ofall good men, like thee, to blefs my journey. 
Jaf. Good !I am the vilet creature, worfe than ever — 
Suffer’d the fhameful fate thou’rt going to taite of, 
* Why was I fent for to be us’d thus kindly ® 
Call, call me villain, ‘as I ain ! defcribe 
¢ The foul complexion of my hateful deeds.: 
* Lead me to th’ rack, and ftretch mein thy ttead, 
« I've crimes enough to give itits full load, 
¢ And do iteredit : thou wilt but fpoil the ufe on: te 
« And honeit men hereafter bear its figure 
‘ About them, as a charm for treacherous friend fhip. 
» Off. The time grows fhort, ‘your friends are dead al- 
ready. 
| aff, Dead? 
Pier. Yes, dead, Jaffer; they’ve all died like men too, 
Worthy theircharatter. 
Jaf. And what muft I do? 
_ Pier. Oh, Jafiier ! ¥ tf 
Jaf: Speak aloud thy burthen’d foul, , 
And tell thy troubles to thy tortur’d. friend. 
| Pier, Friend! Posen thou yet bea friends a generous : 
i friend, 5 
I sign hope comfort ante thy noble forrows. 
Heav’n knows, I want.a friend. 
_ Faff. And a kind one, 
That would not thus {corn my repenping virttte, 
think, when he’s to die, my thoughts are idle, 
Pier. No! live, I charge thee, Jafier, 
. oS af Yes, I will live : 
‘ba % But 
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But it fhall be to fee thy fall reveng’d, 


At fach a rate; as Venice fhall long: bisa for. ; 4 
Pier. Wilt thou ?. ~ 
Jaf, Ywill, by Heavins 1 oath ig 
Pier. Then ftill thou’rt noble, 4 

Andi fergie thee. Oh!—yet—thall I truft thee ? } 
Jaf. No; lve beem falfe already. 


Lier. Do'tthon love me? 
Jaf. Rip up my; heart, and labial chy. doubted 
Pier. Curfe onzthis weaknefs. 5. | (He weeps. 
Faff. Tears! Amazement ! Tears! 

I never faw thee-melted thus before 5: 

And know: there's fomething labouring i in thy bofom, 

That mufthave vent: Tho’ Pm a villain,’ tell me- 
Es See’ft thou that engine:?. [Pointing tothe Wheel’ 

+ Why? 

vice Is’t ‘it a foldier; who has liv'd with honiban, 

Fought nations quarrels, and been crown'd with. rier 

Be expos *d a common carcafe on a wheel? 
Saf. Hah 
Pier. Speak | Ist fitting ?. 
Jaf. Fitting |. 
Pier. Yes 3 is°t fitting ? 
Faff What's to be done:?: 

. Pier. V'd have thee undertake 

Something that’s noble,.to preferve my memory 

From: the difgrace that’s ready:to “attaint it. 

Off. The day grows late, Sir, 

Pier. V1 make hatte. Oh, jafher!: 

Tho’ thou’ft betray’d me,-do me fome, way juftices — ~ 
af’ No more of that: thy withes fhall be Persie 

T have a wife, and the fhall bleed: my child toOs: ; 

Vield up his little-throat, and: all. 

ee appeale thee—— 


a: ——_. en 


Pe a ee ae tae 


[Going away, Pierre Holds bi 
* Pier. No—this—no mere. [He ae Jatiie 
.. Faf. Hah! Ist then fo? 
- Pier. Mott certainly. 
Jaf. Vil dort: 
' Pier. Remember 
Offi. Sir. 


a P « SrhaA 5 * i 
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Pier, Come, now I’m ready, — . ; 
ha [He and Jafher afcend the fcaffald. 

Captain, you fhould be a gentleman of honour ; 

Keep*off the rabble that ] may have room _ 

To etitertain my fate, and die with decency. 7 

Come. [Takes off hit gown, executioner prepares to bind hints 
‘ Fri, Son. 

 * Pier, Hence, tempter, 

* Off. Stand off, prieit. 
* Pier. I thank you, Sir. 

You'll think on’t? [To Jaflier, 
Faz: ‘Twon't grow ftale before to-morrow, ‘ 
Piz. Now, Jafier | now I’m going. Now-— 

. [Executioner having bound hin. 

_ af. Have at thee, . 


Thou honeft heart, then—here—- cf [ Stabs him. ' 
And this is well too. a (Stabs himplf, 


© Fri. Damnabledeed! - 

_ Pier, Now thou haft- indeed been faithful. ; 

This was done nobly—We have deceiv’d the fenate, 
Jaf: Bravely. ti 

- Pier. Ha, ha, ha——oh ! oh! | [Diese 

_ Faff. Now, ye curs’d rulers, 4 

Thus of the blood y’ave fhed, I make libati on 

And fprinkle it mingling. May it reft upon you, 

And all your race. . Be henceforth peace a itranger 

Within your walls ; let plagues and famine wafte 

Your generations—Oh, poor Belvidera ! , 

Sir, I have a wife, bear this in fafety to her, 

A token that with my dying breath I blefs’d her, 

And the dear little infant left behind me. 

Pm fick ——I’m quiet. 

© Of:. Bear this news to the fenate, 

« And puard their bodies, till there’s further orders, 

‘ Heav’n grant I die fo well.’ [ Scene huts upon them, 

Soft Mufic. Enter Belvidera difracted, led by two of her - 

~ Women, Priuli and Servants. 

\ Pri. Strengthen her heart with patience,” pitying 

i Fleavnt.*" * 

Bel. Comes, come, come, come, come, nay, come to bed. ~ 

y ; s Prithee, - 


[Diese 


82° VENICE PRESERV’D. 
Prithee, my love. The winds; har: how they whiftles 


And the rain beats : Oh! how the weather fhrinks me! 

You are angry now, who cares? Pifh, no indeed, 
Chuf then, I fay you fhall not go, you fhall not, — 
Whip your ill-nature; get you gone then; Oh! © 

Are you return.d? See; father, here he’s come again? 
‘Am I to blame to Jove him? O, thou dear one: 
“Why do you fly me? sy ee angry fill then’? 

Jafher, sine art thou? father why do you do thus? 

Stand of, don’t hide him from mes He’s-there fome~ 

where. 

Stand off, I fay: What gone? Remember't, tyrant: 

I may revenge myfelf for this trick, one day. 

Til dot=Pl dot “Renault's a nafty fellow ;. 

* Hang,him, hang him, hang him, 


Exter Officer. 


Pri. News; what news ? [Officer whi/pers Privlia 
‘ Offi. Mott fad, Sir; Bag ; ‘ 
-  Jaffier; upon the fcaffold, to prevent 
‘A thameful death, ftabb’d Pierre, and next himfelf = 
_ Both fell together. zr - | 
Pri, Daughter. ait ie 
Bel. Ha\dook,there!’ «> 0; oda 
My hufband bloody and his friend too ! Murder is i 
Who has done this ? Speak.to me, thou fadvifion; 
On thefe poor trembling knees I beg it. Vanifh’'d—- 
Here they wentdowa—Oh,.T'll-dig, dig the den up Ue 2p 
You fhan’t delude me thus. Hoa, Jaffier, Jaffier. 
Peep up, and give me but alook. Ehave him! - 
I’ve got him, father: Oh! ‘now how Pl {muggle him 1” 
My love! my.dear! my bleffing! help me! help mel? 9 
"They have hold on me, and drag me to the bottom. 


Nay—now. they pull fo. hard—farewel— [ Diese. 

© Maid. She’s dead ; ae 
* Breathlefs and dead. al P all 
Pri, Oh; guard me from.the fight on’t. ae . 
* Lead me into fome. place thar’s fit for mourning : © * 
“LW 


4 ] 


May, mere enter. : ae ith Sat eine 


4 Spare no tears, when you this tale relate, 

* But bid all cruel hig dread my fates 17 

+ ; ‘[Exeunt omne, 
‘ 
+ 
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4 _  -Ewp of the Firra Acr. 


Set up one taper, that may light a day, 
As long as I’ve to live ; and there all eave me : 
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And fongs of triumph melthim as he come : 


. > <@7° i Pome os i 
: at a ae 
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‘E. Pebh-LsO Gy UU Ey 
7 ‘HE Text is done, and now for application, 
And urhen that’s ended, pafs your approbation. 
Though the Confpiracy’s prevented here, 
Methinks I fee another hatching there: 
And theres a certain fattion fain would fway 
If they had ftrength enough, and damn this play: 
this the author bid me boldly fay, 
Sf any take this plainne/s in ill part, 
He’s glad on’t from the bottom of his heart. 
Poets in honour of the truth fhould write, 


_ With the fome Jpirit brave men for it fight 


And though againft him caufele/s hatreds rifes. 
And daily where he goes of late he /pies 


The feowls of fullen and reveng ful eyes 5 


"775 awhat he knows, with much contempt, to bear, 

And ferves a caufe too good to let him fear. 

He fears no poifon from an incens'd drab, 

No ruffian’s five-foot ford, nor rafcal’s flab ; 

Nor any other fnares of mifchief laid, 

Not% Rofe-Aliey cudgel ambufcade, 

From any private caufe where malice reigns, 

Or general pique all blackheads have to brains; 

Nothing hall damn his pen, when truth does call, 

No, not the * pidture mangler at Guildhall. : 

The-rebel-tribe, of which that vermin’s one, 

Have now fet forward. and their courfe begun $ 
And «hile that prince’s figure they deface, bi 
ds they before. had maffacred his name, 
Durft their bafe fears but look him in the faces 

They'd ufe his perfon as they've usd his fame ? 

A face in which fuch lineaments they read : 

Of that great martyr’ s, whofe rich blocd they /neds 

That their rebellous hate they ftill retain, By 

And in his Jon would murder him again. 

With indignation then let each brave heart 

Rouze and unite, totake his injur’d part; 

Till royal love and goodue/s call him heme, 


°T7]] Heav'n his honour and our peace reftore, 
And villains never wrong his virtue more. 
~  - © He that cut the duke of York’s picture, 
SAN j 
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To His Grace the 


Duxe of Queenfberry and Dover, 
Marauts of Beverley, &c. 


My Lorp, 


\ 5 
] Have long lain under the greateft obligation to your 
B..Grace’s tamily, and nothing has’ been more in my 
withes, than that I might be able to difcharge fome part, 
at leaft, of fo large a debt, But your noble birth and - 
fortune, the power, number, -and goodnefs of thofe . 
friends you. have already, haveiplaced you in, fuch an 
‘independency on the reft of the world, that the fervices 
iam able to render to your Grace, can. never\be advan- 
tageous, Iam fare not neceffary, to you in any part of 
your life. However, the next piece of gratitude, ard 
_.the only one I am capable of, is the acknowledgment of 
what Lowe; and as this is the moft public, and indeed 
ithe re way I have of doing it; your Grace will pardon 
me, if I take this oppottunity, to let the world know the - 
uty and honour I had for your illuftrious father. It is, 
dA mutt confefs, a very tender. point to touch upon ;. and 
atthe firit fight, may feem an ill-chofén compliment, to 
-xenew the memory of fuch a lofs, efpecially to a difpo-- 
dition fo fweet aad gentle, and to-a heart fo fenfible. of 
filial piety, as your Grace’s has been, even from your 
searlieft childhood. But perhaps, this is one. of thofe 
griefs, by which the heart may be made better; and if 
_ the remembrance of his death bring heavinels along with 
‘it, the honour that is paid to -his memory by all .good 
_men, fhallwipe away thofe tears, and the exainple of his 
Wife, fet before your eyes, hall be of the greateit advan~ 
jage to your Grace, in the» conduct:and future. difpofir 
tion of your own. ~ . 


Ae 2 In. 
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In-a charaéter fo amiable as that of the duke of 
Queenfberry was, there can be no part fo proper to be- 
gin with, as that which was in him, and is in all good © 
men, the foundation of all other yirtues, either teligious ~ 
or civil, I mean good-nature: Good-nature, which is 
friendfhip between man and man, good-breeding in courts, ~ 
charity in religion, and the true {pring of all beneficence — 
in general. This was eat he pofletfed in as great a 
meafure as any gentleman I ever had the honour to 
know. It was this natural fweethefs Of temper which — 
made him the beft man in the world to live with, in any 
kind of relation. It*was this made him a good matter to — 

his fervants, a good friend to™his friends, and the ten- 

dereft father to his children, For the Jaft, I can have | 
no better voucher than your Grace; and forthe reft, 1 
may appeal to-all that have had-the honour to know him. — 
There was a fpirit and pleafure in. his converfation, 
which always enlivened the company he was in ; which, 
together with. a: certain ¢afinefs and franknefe in his dif> 
pofition, that did not at all derogate from the dignity of 
his birth and character, rendered him infinitely agreeable, 
And as no mam had a:more delicate tafte: of natural wit, - 
his converfation always abounded in good-humour. 

For thofe parts of his’ charaéter which related to the 
public, as he was.a nobleman of the firft rank, anda mi- 
nifter of flate, ‘they will be beft known by the-great ems 
ployments he aeetia # 3 all which he difcharged 
worthily as to himfelf, juftly to the princes who em- 

ployed him, and advantageoufly for his country. There 
% no occafion to enumerate his feveral employments, 2s 
~ecretary of fate for Scotland in particular, for Britain 
im general, or lord high commiffioner of Scotland ; which 
aft office he bore more than once; but at no time more 
_honourably, and (as 1 hope) more happily, both for the 
prefent age, and for pofterity, than when he laid the 
foundation for the Britifh Union. The conitancy and 
addrefé which he manifefted on that occafion, are fill 
frefh in every body’s memory ; and perhaps when our 
children fhall reap thofe benefits from that work, which — 
tome people do not forefee and hope for now, they eed 
mer ad 
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vemember the duke of Queentberry. with that gratit 
- F . Ww 


ee 
which fuch a piece of fervice done to his country de- 
ferves. ae : f RE 
_ He fhewed, upon all occafions, a ftrift and immediate: - 
attachment to the crown, in the ‘legal fervice of which, 
no man could<exert himfelf more dutifully: nor more 
firenvoufly : and, at the fame time, ‘no man gave more 
bold and more generous evidences of the love he bore to 
his country. Of the latter, ‘there cati be no better . 
proof than the fhare he had in the late happy Revolution 5; 
nor of the former, than that dutiful refpeG, and un-- 
fhaken fidelity, which he preferved for her prefent. mar 
jefty, even to his laft moments. 
With fo many good and great qualities, it is not at all 
ftrange that he poffeffed fo large a fhare, as he was known: 
4o have, in the efteem of the queen, and her immediate: 
predeceffor ; nor, that thofe ‘great princes fhould repofe- 
the higheft confidence in him: and, at the fame time,. 
what a pattern has he left behind him for the nobility im: 
general,)and foryour Grace in particular, to copy after 
_ Your Grace will forgive me, if my: zeal for your wel-- 
fare and honour (which nobody has more at heart than. 
myfelf) fhall prefs you with tome more than ordinary 
warmth to the imitation of your noble father’s virtuese 
You have, my Lord, many great advantages,. which may. 
encourage you. to. go on in. purfuit of this reputation :. 
dt has pleafed God'to give you naturally that fweetnefs. 
ef temper, which, as I have before hinted, is.the foun- 
dation of all good inclinations.. You have the honour to» 
be born; not only of the greateft, but of the beft.pa- ~ 
rents ; of a gentleman generally beloved, and generally 
lamented; and of a lady adorned: with all the virtues: 
_that enter into the charaéter of a good.wife, an admirable: 
friend, and a moft indulgent mother.. The natural ad- 
_ vantages of your mind have been cultivated. by the. moft: 
"proper arts and manners of education.. You have the: 
care of many noble friends, and efpecially of an excellent 
uncle, to watch over you in the tendernefs of your youth. 
You fet out amongft the firftof mankind, and I. doubt: 
not but your virtues will. be equal to. the dignity of your: 


rank. 

~ That I' may live to fee your Grace eminent for the: 

dove of your country, for your fervice and-duty to yourr 
A 


-3 ; prince,, 


[ 6 t j 
prinee, and, in convenient time, adorned with alf the 
honours that have eyer been conferred upon your noble 
family : that you. may be diftinguifh’d to pofterity, as the 
braveft, greateft, and beft man of the age you hive in, is 


the hearty with and prayer of, 

My Lord, Se 
Your Grace’s moft obedient, ded : ; 
of faithful, humble fervant, 


t 
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O-night, if you ‘have brought your good old tafte, 


Wl treat you with a downright En lifh feaft 

A tale, which told long fince in homely wife, 

Hath never fail’d of melting gentle eyes. 7; 
| Let no nice Sir, defpife our haplefs dame, 

Becaufe recording ballads chaant her name ; 

Thofe venerable ancient fong-enditers 

Scar’di many a pitch above our modern writers 2 

hey caterwauld in no romantic ditty, 

Sighing for Phillis’s, or Chloe's pity, 

Fufly they drew the fair, and fpoke her plain, 
And  fung her by her chriftian name— twas Faite. | 
| Our numbers: may be more refin'd than thofe, 

But what we've gain'd,.in.verfe, we've loft in profes 
Their words no Juffing, double-meaning knew, 
Their fpeech was homely, but their hearts were trues 

An fuch am age, immortal, Shakefpeare wrote, 

‘By no quaint rules, nor hampering critics taught 5 

With rough majeftic force be mov'd. the heart, 
| And firength and nature, made: amends for arts 
Our a author does his feps purfue, 

He owns he had the might bard in view ; 

And in thefe feenes has made it more his care, 

To rouxe the paffions, than to charm the ear. 

Yet for thofe gentle beaux, who lowe the chime, 
The ends of acts fill jingle into rhime. 

Therladies.too, he hopes, will not complain 

Here are fomefubjetts for a fofter frrain, 

A nymph forfaken, and a perjur'd fain, 

What moff he fears, is, left the dames foould frowty, 
‘The dames of wit and pleafire about town, 

To fee our pitture drawn unlike their own 
But left that error foould provoke to fury 

The hofpitable hundreds -of old Drury, 

Hp, bid me fay, in our Fane Shore’s defences - 

Tig about the charitable pence, 

wilt bofpitals, turn'd faint, and dy'd long finces 


Se~ ey ee 


. { 8 7 
For her example, whatfoc’er we make it, 
They have their choice to let aloue or take ite 
Sho? few, ea conceive, will thinkiit mest, < 
Lo weep fo forely, for a fin fo faveet : 
Or mourn and mortify the pleafant fenfa, 
To rife in tragedy two-ages hence. 
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JANE SHORE: 


*,* The lines marked with inverted commas, ‘thus,’ are omitted in Be 
: reprefentation. 


a ACT i, 
SCENE, rhe Tower, 


Enter the Duke of Gilocefter, Sir Richard Ratcliffe, and 
Cateiby, ; 


Pees Gioezsrsa, 1 

Shee far fuccefs attends upon our councils, 

i And each event hasanfwer’d to. my with; 

The queen and all her upftart race are queli’d; 
Dorfet is banith’d, and her brother Rivers, 

Ere this, lies thorter by the head ar Pomfret. 
The nobles have, with joist concurrence, aam’d me 
Proteétor of the realm. My brother’s children, 
Young Edward and the little Yorly are lodg’d 

Here, fafe within the Tower. How fay you, Sirs, 
Does not this bufinefs wear a lucky face ? 

The fceptreand the golden wreath of royalty 

Seem hung within my reach. 
_ Rat. Then take ’em to you, 

And wear ’em long andworthily. You are 

The laft remaining male of princely York, . 
(For Edward’s boys, the ftate efteems not of them,) » 
And therefore on. your fow’reignty and rule, 

The common-weal does her dependence make, 
And leans upon your highnefs’ able hand. 

_ Cat. And yet to-morrow does the council meet, 
To fix a day for Edward’s. coronation. ; 
Who can expound this riddle ? 
ah. Ghft, That can 1 j . 3 
Rees Thofe 


10” JANE SHORE 


Thiofe lords are each one my approv’d good friends, 


Of fpecial truft and nearnefs to my bofom; 
And howfoever bufy they may feem, « 
And diligent to buitle in the tate, 
Their zeal goes on no further: than we lead, 
And at our bidding ftays. 

‘Cat. Yet there ig one, ~ 
And he amongtt the foremoft in his pow Ct; 
Of whom I| wifh your highnefs were affur’d. 
For me, perhaps it is my nature’s fault, 
I own, I doubt of his inclining, much. 


‘Gio? T guefs the matvat ee your words wou’d points 


Hatftings 
Cat, The fame. 
Gloff. He bears me gréat “good- -will, 
Cat, *Tis true, to you, as to the lord protegtors 
And Gloiter’ s duke, he bows with lowly fervice : 


But were he bid to cry, * God fave king Richard,” 


Then tell mein what, terms he would reply? 


Believe me, I have prov "d the man, and foundhim: + 


- I know he bears a. mott religious reverence | 
To his dead mafter. Edward’s royal memory, 
And whither that may lead him is moft plain, - 

~ Yet more—One of that ftubborn fort he is, . 
Who, ifthey: ence-erow fond of an cpinion, 
They call it honour, hhonefty, and faith, 

And fooner part with life than letit go. 
Ghf. And yet this tough impracticable heart, . 

Is govern’d bya dainty-fing gerd prs 

Such flaws are found in the mo worthy natures ; 

_ A laughing, toying, wheedling, whimpering fhe: 

Shall make him amble on a goflip’ s metlage, 

And take the diftaff witha hand as papers 

As e’er.did Hercules. 

’ Ras. The fair Alicia, © 

Of noble birth and exquifite of ealunne 

Has held him longa vaflal to her beauty. 

Cat. I fear, he fails in his allegiance there 5 

Or my intelligence is falfe, or elfe - 

The dame has been.too lavifh of her feaft, 

_ And fed him till he loaths.. 

Gio, No more, he comes. 
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J ANUE) S HOLRLE ‘ax 


Enter Lord-Hattings. 

Hof. Health, and the happinefs of many days, 
Attend upon your grace. a 

Glo. My good Jord chamberlain, 
We're much beholden t6 your gentle friendfhip. 

_ Haft. My lord, Icome au humble fuitor to you. 
»Gioft, In right good time. Speak out your pleature freely, 
_ Hof. Lamto move your highnets in behalf 
Of Shore’s unhappy wife. di alate , 

Gilof, Say you, of Shore ? 

' Haft, Once a bright ftar, that held her’ place on high: 
‘The firtt and fairett of our Englith dames, 

While royal Edward held the fov’reign rule. 

Wow funk in grief, and pining with defpair, 
Her waining form no longer fhall incite 
Envy in woman, or defire in man. 
She never fees the fun, but thro’ her tears, 
‘And wakes to figh the live-long night away, 
Gloff. Marry ! the times are badly chang’d with her, 
From Edward’s days to thefe. Then all was jollity, 
Feaiting and mirth, light wantonnefs and laughter, ' 
ping and playing, minftrelfy and mafquing ; 

Till life fled from us like an idle dream, : 

A thew of mummery without a meaning. 

My brother, reft and pardon tohis foul, . 

Hs gone to his account; for this his minion,. 

| The revel-rout is done—But you were {peaking 
Concerning her—I have been told, that you 

Are frequent in your vifitation to her. /, 
__ Haft. No farther, my good‘lord, than friendly pity, 
And tender-hearted charity allow. ? 

_ Gloft. Go to; I did not mean to chide you for it. 
For, footh to fay, I hold it noble inyou 
To cherifh the diftrefs’d ——On with your tale, 

Haft. Thus it is, gracious Sir, that certain officers, 
Ufing the warrant of your mighty name, 
With infolence unjuff, and lawlefs power, 4 
lave feiz’d upon the lands which late fhe held 
By grant, from her great mafter Edward’s bounty. 

* Gilof, Somewhat of this, bur flightly, have I heard; 

‘And tho’ fome counfellors of forward zeal, 
Some of moft ceremonious fanctiry, 
| And 
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And bearded wifdom, often have provok’d _ 

The hand of juftice to fall heavy on her; 2 

Yet till, in kind compaffion of her. weaknefs, . 

And tender memory of Edward’s love, ; 

I have with-held the mercilefs ftern law 

From doing outrage on her helplefs beauty. \ 

Haft, Good Heav’n, who rendersmercy back for mercy, 

With open-handed bounty fhallrepay you: —— 

This gentle deed fhall fairly be fet foremott, 

To fcreen the wild efcapes of lawlefs paifion, 

And the long train of frailties fleth is heir to. a 

Giof. Thus far, the voice of pity pleaded only : 

_ . Our fartherand more fullextent of grace . : 
Is given to your requeft. Let her attend, tas 
And to ourfelf deliver up her griefs. ; f 

~ She fhall be heard with patience, and each wrong 
At full redrefs’d. But 1 have other news, 

Which much-imports us both ; for ftill my fortunes - 
Go hand in hand with yours: our common foes, _ 
The queen’s relations, our new-fangled gentry, 5, 
Have fall’n their haughty crefts—That for your privacys 
: [ Exeunt, 
SCENE, an Apartment in Jane Shore’s Houje. 1 


Enter Belmour and Dumont. a 
Bel. How fhe has liv’d you have heard my tale already, 
‘The reft your own attendance in herfamily, © = = 
Where I have found the means.his day to place you, 
And nearer obfervation, beft will tell you. ; Zt 
~ See with what fad and fober cheer fhe‘comes. ~ 
Exter-Jane Shore. 
Sure, or] read her vifage much amifs, ; 4 
' Or grief befetsher hard. Save you, fairlady, = 
The bleffings of the chearful morn be on you. f 
And greet your béauty with its opening fweets. 
Ff. Sb. My*gentle neighbour, your good withes {till 
Purfue my haplefs fortunes! Ah, good Belmour! _ 


_ How few, like thee, enquire the wretched out, 


And court the offices of foft humanity ? i | 

Like thee referve their raiment for the naked, 

Reach out their bread to feed thecryingorphan, 

Or mix their pitying tears with thofe that weep? ; 
ais ' ; 
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Thy praife defervesa better tongue than mine, - 
To {peak and blefs thy name. Is this the gentleman, 
Whofe friendly fervice you commended to me?” 

Bel. Madam it is. a 

J. Sh, Avenerable afpect. (ide. 
Age fits with decent grace upon his vifage, 
And worthily becomes his filver locks ; 
He wears the marks of many years well fpent, 
Of virtue, truth well try’d, and wife experience ; 
A friend like this would fuit my forrows well, 
Fortune, I fear me, Sir, has meant you ill, [To Dum. 
Who pays your merit with that feanty pittance 
Which my pocr hand and humble roof can gives 
But to fupply thefe' golden vantages, ° 
Which elfewhere you might find, expect to meet 
A juft regard and value for your worth, 
The welcome of a friend, and the free partnerfhip 
Of all that little: good the world allows me. 

Dum. You over-rate me much; and all my anfwer 
Muit be my future truth; let them {peak for me, 
And make up my deferving. 

F. Sh. Are you of England ? 
«) Dum. No, gracious lady, Flanders claims my birth 5 
At Antwerp’ has my conftant biding been, 
Where fometimes I have known more plenteous days | 
Than thefe which now my failing age affords. , 
| 7. She Alas! at Antwerp !—Oh forgive my tears! « 
[Weeping 


\ 


They fall for iny offences—and muft fall 
Long, long ere they thall wath my ftains away. 
You knew perhaps—Oh, grief! Oh, fhame !—my hufband. 
Dum. knew him well—but flay this flood of anguith, 
The fenfelefs grave feels not your pious forrows:; 
Three years and more are patt, fince I was bid, 
Vith many of our common friends, to wait him 
o his laft peaceful manfion. I attended, 
rinkled his clay-cold corfe with holy drops, 
According to our church’s'rev’rend rite, 
nd faw him laid in hallow’d ground, to reft. 
Ff. Sh. Ob, that my foul had known no joy but him ! 
at I had liv’d within his guiltlefs arms, 
d dying flept in innocence befide him! - 
B 


> 
> a 


But 
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_ But now his duft abhors the fellowfhip, =~. 9. 94 +>" 
And fcorns.to mix with mines pu detodre. eae 
-o > +. Eater a Serwante 
Ser. The lady Alicia 
Attends your leifure. 5 AER 
7. Sh. Say Lwithivofeehers = . 9 > LExit Servante 
Pleafe, gentle Sir, oné moment to retires,» retich 
(ll wait you omtheinftant, and-inform you 
Of each-unhappy circumftance, in which 
Your friendly aid and;counfel much. may ftead:me. —- 
; dj [#xeuat Belmour aad Dumonte 
; § Eater Alicia. a 
Alic. Still, my. fair friend, {till shall find 


youithinad Af, 


_Still thall thefe fighs heave: after one anothen, tf 
Thee trickling drops chafe one another fill, ee 
Asif the potting meflengers of grief, Hho: ig 
Could overtake the hours fled far away, “ 
And make old Time-come back? . - j F) 


¥.Sb. No, my Alicia, : 
Heaven andhis faints be:witnefs to my thoughts, : 
There is no hour of all my life o’er pait; - : 
‘That 1 could with fhould take:itsturmagainy, © 

Alic. And yet fomeof thofe days:my friend has. known, 
Some of thofe years, might pafs for golden ones, » 
At leaft if womankind.can judge-of happinefs. 
What could we with, we who delight in:empire, 
Whofe beauty is our fov’reign good, and gives us 
Our reafons to rebel, and pow’r to reign, 
What could we more than to behold a:momarch, 
Lovely, renown’d; a.conqueror, and young, . 
Bound in;our-chains, and fighing at our feet ; ; 
. F.8b. 7 Tis true, the royal-Edward was a wonder, — 
The goodly pride of all our Englifh youth; ; 
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a 
e 
a> 
2 
He was the very: joy ofall that faw:him. ae 
Form’d todelight, to love and to perfuade. . : a 
“ Impaflive {pirits and angelic natures [nef 
¢ Might have been charm’d, dike yielding human wi 
* Stoop’d from their Heav’n, and liften’d.to: his: 
But what had I:to:do with kings and courts?) 9) 
My humble lot had:caftyme far. beneath him 5 
And that he was,the firft of all mankind, . 
The braveft, and mo loyely, wasumy curfe, 
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Mic. Bare, fomething’ more “than | fortune ‘join’d your 
Nor could his -greatnefs, and his.graciousform, [loves ; 
Be elfewherematch’d fo well, asto the sao hibsacaae 
And beauty of my “friend. 
F. Sh. Name him no more; 
He was the baneund ruimofimy peace, t 
This anguifh and thefe tears, thefeare the legacies 
His fatal love has leftme. ‘Thou wiltfee'me, 
Believe me, my Alicia, thouswilt fee me,* 
E’er yet a few-fhort’days pafs‘o’er my head, 
Abandon’d to the: very utmott wretchednefs. 
The hand of pow’r has feiz?d almoft-the whole 
OF whatwas left for needy life’s fupport ; 
Shortly thou wilt behold me poor, and: oe 
Before thy charitable door for ‘bread. va 
Alic, Joy-of my life, my'deareft Shore, fedbeaeis 4, 
To wound my heart with thy foreboding forrows's. » -~ 
Raife thy fad foul'to’better hopes than thefe, 9° 
Lift up thy eyes, and let them thine once more, 
Bright as the morning fun above the miit. + L 
Exert thy charms, feek’out the ftern Proteétor,” 
“And footh his favagertemper ‘with thy eis ae 
Spite of his deadly, unrelenting natute, FS 
He thall be mov"d'to' pity and redrefethees » 2 ae 
F-8hi Mey form; alas! has long forgot to eaten 
The fcene of beatity and delight is ‘chang "dss : 
No rofes bloom upon my fading cheek, =  - 8 or a 
#Norlaughing graces wanton in my eyes * 
But haggard grief, lean-looking® fallow care,. . 
And pining difcontent, a rueful train, 
“Dwell on my brow,/all hideous-and. forlorn... a 
One only thadow-ofa'hope is left ime s:) si Ay 
‘The noble minded*Haftings; ofthisoodnefsy/ 01s 
‘Has kindly underta’en to be my-advocatey 4 oi) 
ead move my humble fuit to angry Glotters. 
- Alic. Does Haftings undettake to’plead your ae ® 
Bie wherefore thould he. not ?Hattings has:eyes 5. 
rs gentlelord has a’ wight tenderheart, © 
eltingand eafy, yielding toimpreifion, + ] 
“And catching the foft flame from each oe ‘beauty: si 
‘But yours thalbcharmt him ue peta ee te 
_F. Sav Away, pyou Rargerds !" (ik ost po hedge 
ae : B.2. Nor: 
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Nor charge his gen’rous meaning with a weaknefs, 
Which his great foul’and virtue mutt difdain. 
Too much of love thy haplefs friend has prov’d,. . 
‘Too many giddy foolifh hours are gone, 

And in fantaftic meafures dane’d away: 
May the remaining few know only friendthip. 

So thou, my-deateft, trueft, beft Alicia, f 

~ Vouchfafe tolodge me in thy gentle heart, "- 

A partnerthere ; I will give up mankind, 

Forget the tranfports of encreafing paffion, 

And all the pangs we feel for its decay. 


1 


. Alic. Live! live and reign for ever in my bofom ; 


Safe and unrivall’d there poffefs thy own; 

- And you, the brighteft of the {tars above, 
Ye faints that once were women here below, 
Be witnefs of the truth, the holy friendthip,  - 
Which here to this'my other felfI vow. 
IfI not hold her nearer to my foul, 

Than every other joy the world can give: 

Let poverty, deformity, and thame, 

Diftraétion and defpair feize me on earth, 

Let not my faithlefs ghoft have peace hereafter, 
Nor tafte the blifs of your celeftial fellowthip. 


[ Embracings 
‘ 
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F. Sh. Yes, thou art true, and only thou art true 5” 


Therefore thefe jewels, once the lavifth bounty 
Of royal Edward's love, I truft to thee 5 


Receive this, allthat I can call my owa, 
And let it reft unknown, and fafe with thee: 
_ That ifthe ftate’s injuftice fhould opprefs me, ., 
Strip me ofall, and turn me out a wanderer, 
My wretchednefs may find relief from thee, 
And fhelter from the ftorm, 

Alic. My. all is thine ; - 
Ofie common hazard fhall attend us both, 
And both be fortunate, or both be wretched. 
But let thy fearful doubting heart be ftill ; 
‘The faints and angels have thee in their charge, 
And all things fhall be well. ~Think not, the good, 
The gentle deeds of mercy thou haft-done, 
Shall die forgotten all; *. the poor, the pris’ner, 


5 
[Giving a cafkete 
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& "The fatherle(s, the:friendlefs, and: the- tania: aan 
SWho:daily:owm the bountysof thy hand; ices 
$- Shall ery to Heav’n and pull a ‘bleifing-om thees? i 
Ev’n man, the mercilefsimiulterman, «© oval 
Man, who rejoices iniour fex’s sveaknefs,, 
*Shall’ pity thee, and with unwonted apodects 
Forget thy failings, and-record\thy praife. 

F. Sh. Why fhould 1 think thatman will do-for re r 
What yet heneverdid for wretches likesme? «fi. 
Mark by what partial juftice we are judg’d.s 

Such is the¢ave-unhappy:womenfiad, (ii wie HN 
And:fuch the curfeimtatl’d upon our ind, 

That man, the Jawlefs libertine, may rove, 
Free and unqueftion’d through the wilds of owe sa 

- While woman, fenfe and nature’s eafy: fool, 4 
If poor weak woman fwerve from virtue’ tatnhes| SP aiey 
If, ftrongly charm’d,. fhe:leave the thorny wayy: 4) 4 
And in the fofter paths: of :pléafuresftrayyain ce oh dal) 
Ruin enfues, reproach and endlefs fhamey 9 t40 

. And one falfe:ftep entirely damns her fame sz: . - 

_In vain. with tears the lofs dhe may deplore,» Ix 

>In vain look back on what fhe was before . GINS 
She fets, ‘likeftars that fall; to rife no more.< Exexnes \ 
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. Enter Alicia, peaking to Jane Shore. asenicring: : 


Anica. 

O farther, gentle friend; good angels ¢ Bind you, 
N And fpread their gracious wings ‘about your flu, 
The drowfy night grows on the world, and now.. ea 
The bufy craftfmen and the.o ’er-labour’d hind 
Forget the travail of the day in fleep: y 
_ Care only wakes, and moping penfivenefs ;. 
| With meagre difcontented looks they fit, 
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» And watch the waiting of bs midnight taper. i na 
_ Such vigils mutt. I keep, fo wakes any J oul, ‘a wi * 
Bi 4 vigil aba " ss |S mrs 


» 
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Reftiefs and felftormented! Oh, falfe Haftingsf» ~ * 
‘Thou haft deftroy’d my peace... [Kuocking avithouts 
What noife is that? j 
What vifitor is this, who with bold freedom, 
Breaks in upon the peaceful night and refi, 
With fuch a rude approach? 
; | Eater a Servant. - 
Ser. One from the court, : 
Lord Haftings (as I think) demands my lady. . 
Ali, Haftings! Be ftill my heart, and try to meet him: 
With his own arts : with falfhood—But he comes. i 
~ ‘Eater Lord Hattings, /peaks to a fervant as entering. 
Haft. Difmifs my train, and wait alone without. 
Alicia here! Unfortunate encounter! . 
But be it as:it may. iden 
Ali. When humbly, thus, te 
The great defcend to vifit the afflicted, 
When thus, unmindful of their reft, they. come 
To footh the forrows of the midnight mourner, 
Comfort comes with them ;: like the golden ‘fun, > 
~ Difpels the fullen fhades with her {weet influence,. 
And chears the melancholy houfe of care, 
- Haft. *Tistrue, I would not over-rate a courtely, » 
Nor let the coldnefs of delay hang on it,. ‘ 
To nip and blaft its favour, like a froft5.. 
But rather chofe, at this late hour, to come, 
"That your fair friend may know I have prevail’d 5 
The lord protector has receiv’d her fuit,, 
And means to fhew her grace. 
Ali. My friend t my lord; bale 9 
_ Haft. Yes, lady, yours: none has-a right more ample 
To tafk my pow’r than you. ; ; 
Au, I want the words, ‘ A 
To pay you back a compliment fo cougtly 5 
But my heart gueffes at the friendly meaning. * ~ 
And wo’not die your-debtor. Brainy ian a 
Haft. *Tis well, madam. 
But I would fee your friend. - d 
Ali. Oh, thou falfe Jord! J) ye 
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oh 


_ I would be miftrefs of my heaving heart, 4 
Stifle this rifing rage, and learn from) thee n-© 44 Rer ade f 
To drefy my face in eafy dull indiff’rences.-- 2 ® 
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‘But two’ngt be; my wrongs will tear = wie 4 
And-rufh atonce upon thee. ~ 
Haft. Areyou wile? 
Have you the ufeof reafon ?. Do you wake ? 
What means thisraving, this: tranfporting paflion ? 
4li, Oh, thou cool traitor! thou infulting tyrant, 
Dott thou behold my poor diftracted heart, 
Thus rent with agonizing love and rage, s 
And afk me what it means? Art thou not falfe 2%) s+ 
Am I not feorn’d, forfaken, and abandon’d, : 
Left, like a common wretch, to fhame and infamy, » 
Giv’n up to be the fport of villains’ tongues, 
Of laughing parafites, and lewd buffoons ;- 4 
And all becaufe my foul has doated on thee ears. 
With love, with truth, and tendernefs unutterable 9-7 
Haft. Are thefe the ‘proofs of tendernefs and love? 
Thefe endlefs quarrels, difcontents, and jealoufies,. 
_Thefe never-ceafing wailings. and complainings, ¥ 
Thefe furious ftarts, thefe whirlwinds.of the foul, : 
‘Whichevery other moment rife to madnefs ? ) 
Ali, What proof, alas ! have: I-not giv’n of ty gid 
“What have I not abandon’d to. thy arms? : af 
Have I not fet at nought my noble birth, Rsk 
A fpotlefs fame, and.an unblemifh’d race,, é 
The peace of innocence, and pride of. virtue ? i 
_My prodigality has giv’ thee all;- 4 
And now, ‘I’ve nothing left:me to beftow; ey 
You hate the-wretched bankrupt yowhave made." 
Heft. Why.am I thus purfu’d from place to places. 
Kept in the view, and crofs’d at every turn ? 
In vain I fly, and like a hunted deer, . 
Scud o’er the lawns, and:haften to the. covert - 
E’er I can reach my fafety, you o’ertake me - 
With the fwift malice of fome keen reproach, uy 
And drive the winged fhaft deep in my heart. | ls 


Ali, Hither you fly,.and here you-teek repofez. 5 
Spite of the poor deceit, your arts are known, 
our pious, charitable midnight vilits. aah? Ww 


Haft. If you are wife, and-prize your peace of: mind, 
Yet take the friendly. counfel-of my: love 5. 


Believe me true, nor liften to:your jealoufy. a ihe 
Let not that devil, which undoes your or yds Bi 
tea’ ‘ Thit 


4 
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Shall fit uport your Heart, pinch it with pain, 
And banifh the fweet fleep:for'ever from. yous. : 
Go to—be yet advised" |» A 
. 2h. Dot thow in feorn; yt 
Préach patience to my rage, and bid me tanely 
Sit like atpoor-contented ideot down,» +4 AE 
Nor dare to thitk:thou’ft wrong’d me? Ruin feize thee, 
‘And (wift perdition overtake thy treachery.» > « oe 
Have I the leaftremaining caufe to deubt?inonsea loa 
Hatt thou endearour’d:once to hide thy. falfhood ?=.° : 
To hide it mightthave fpoke fome little tendernefs,. - 
And thewn thee half unwilling tooundome : » ; 
But thou difdain’ ft the wealmefs.of humanity, 
Thy words, and all thy actions, have confels’dits > 
Ev’n now thy eyesavow it,-now they fpeaky or 
And infolentlyown the glorious villainye 
Haft, Weil, then, T own my: heart has -broke«yo 
Patient I bore the painful bondage long, 4) » [chains 
At length my gen’rous love difdains yourtyranny 3 
The bitternefs and {tings of taunting jealousy, ~ | pest 
Viexatious days, and jarting, joylels nightsyco Spline 
Have driv’ him forth to feek fomerfafer theltery.o) + 5 
Where he may reft his weary wings im’ peace. 
Ali, You trigmph!! do! sand with gigantic pride: ; 
Defy impénding vengeance. ‘Heav’n thallwink 30 60) 
No more ‘his armdhalbroll: thedreadful thander,.90 
Nor fed his hightnings forth: no moreshis juttice 2° 


, + ; 
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That curfed:curiofityefeduce yous) 9 et oe wns | 
To hunt for-needlefs fecrets, which, neglectedy «j-th 
Shall never hurt your quiet ; but‘oncerknown,. 5 ~ 


Shall vifit the prefuming fons of men, Fy 
- But peijury, like thine, thall dwellin fafety. - 
| Haft. Whate’er'my fate decrees for me hereafter, © 
Be prefent tame now, my better angel «sti? oh 
*Pyé¥erve me’from the ftormithat threatens now, . Y 
And if I have beyond atonement: finn’d, _ 47 Ate 
Let any otherkind of plague o’ertake me, 3 og 


« SoT’efcape the fury of that tongue. . aby ih 
' li, Thy pray’r is heard—I go—but know, proudler 
Howe’er thou feorn’tt the weaknefs of ny tex, 940 ae 
This feeble hand may find the means to reach thee;~ 
» Howe’er {ublimé in pow’rand greatne{s placid, |: ae 
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With royal favour guarded round and grac’d+ © 
On eagle’s wings my rage thall urge her flight, 
And hurl thee headlong from thy topmoft height ; 
Then, like thy fate, fuperior will I fit, - 

And view thee fall’n, and grov’ling at my feet ; 

See thy laft breath with indignation go, 


And tread thee finking to the thades below. [Bxzt. 
Haft. How fierce a fiend is paffion! With what wild- 
What tyranny untam’d it reigns in woman ! {nefs, 


Unhappy fex! whofe eafy yielding temper 
Gives way to ev’ry appetite alike : 
* Each guft of inclination, uncontroul’d, ” 
* Sweeps thro’'their fouls and fets them in an uproar ; 
* Each motion of the heart rifes to fury,”! 
And love in their weak bofoms ‘is a’'rage - 
As terrible as hate, and as deftructive, 
* So the wind roars, o’er the wide, fencelefs ocean, - 
* And heaves the billows of the boiling deep, 
* Alike from north, from fouth, from eaft, trom weft; 
_* With equal force the tempeft blows by turns | 
* From ev’ry gorner of the feaman’s compafs,’ —“ 
But foft ye now—for-here comes one, difclaims. 
Strife and her wrangling train; of equal elements, 
Without one jafring atom was fhe form’d, 2 
And gentlenefs and joy make up her being, ~ 
; Enter Jane Shore. 
Forgive me, fair one, if officious friendthip 
Tntrudes on your repofe, and comes thus late, 
To greet you with thetidings of fuccefs, 
The princely Glofter has vouchfaf’d your hearing, 
To-morrow he expects you at the court; WTP 
There plead your caufe, with never-failing beauty, 
Speak all your griefs, and find a full redrets. 
¥, Sh. Thus humbly let your lowly fervant bend. 
: [Aveeling. 
Thus let me bow my grateful knee to earth, 
And biefs your noble nature for this goodnefs. 
Haft, Rife; gentle dame, you wrong my meaning much, 
‘Think me not guilty of a thought fo vain, ‘ 
To fell my courtefy for thanks like thefe. 
 F. Sh. ’Tis true;your bounty is beyond my fpeaking: 
But tho’ my mouth be dumb, my heart fhall thank va ; 
Be: 
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And when it melts before the throne of mercyy ~ 1° \_ 
Mourning and bleeding for my. patt offences, 2 £4s 
My fervent foul thall breathe one pray’r for you, ; 
If pray’rs of fuch a-wretchare heard onhigh, - : 
That Heav’n will pay you back, when moftyou needs: 

The grace and goodnefs you have shewn'to.me. 

. Haff. If therebe ought of merit in my ferviee, 

f Impute it,there, where moft ’tis due, to loves» 

Be kind, my gentle miilrefs, to my withes, » 

And fatisfy my panting heart with beauty. 
-  ¥. Sh. Alas! my lord— 

Haft. Why bend thy eyes to earth ? 

Wherefore thefe looks of heavinefs ahd forrow ? ; 
Why breathes that fighy my love? And wherefore falls 
This trickling thow’r of tears; to ftainithyifweetnefs? : 

F. Sh. If pity dwells within your noble breatt, 

(As fureit-do¢s) Oh, {peak not tome thus.) 

Haft. Caml behold: thee, and not {peak of love’ 2s 
Ev’a now, thus fadly as thou: ftand’{t before me; *y 
Thus defolate; dejected, arid forlorn}» 1 at ‘ 
Thy foftnefs fteals upon my yielding fenfesy ' ’ 
Till my foul faints, and fickens with defires: : »y 
How canft thou, give this mation: tO; ic hearty ‘ 
And. bid my tonguerbe fill? 10 sree Vy 

~ F. Sh. Cat round your eyes oc cohapry bewk 
Upon the high-born beauties of thei court; 
Behold, like opening roles, where they bioom, 
Sweet to the fenfe, unfully’d all, and {portlets ; 
‘There choofe fome.worthy partnerof your heart, « 
To fill yourarms, and blefs your virtuous bed ; ; 
‘Nor turn your eyes thisyway, ‘ where fin and miferys” . 
« Likeloathfome weeds, have over-run the foil, iq © 
¢ And the deftroyer, Sees has laidvall wafte. 248 

Hof. What means this peevith, this: fantaftic change 
Where is'thy wonted pleafantnefs of face, _ . 
Thy wonted graces, andthy dimpled fmiles?.. 9% « 
Where hafl thoutoft thy wit, and {portive minth? | 

"Phat:chearful heart, which us’d'to daneefor ever, 
‘And caft a day of gladnefs albaround theg ; 
 F.8h. Yes, Lill own I merit ehcaepareciags 
.And for thofe foolifh days of wanton ane a 
| sj tga is juftly humbled to the duit. socasiryen. aide 
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All tongues, like yours, are licens'd to upbraid me, 
Stillto repeat my guilt, to urge my infamy, 

And treat me like that abject thing T have been.: 
© Yet let the faints be witnefs to this truth, 

* That now, tho’ late, I look with: horror.back, 

* That I deteftmy wretched felf, and curfe 

*. My paft.polluted life. All -judging Heav’n, t 
« Who knows my crimes, has feen-my-forrow for them. | 

Haft, No more of this dull ftuff. ’Tis time enough 

To whine and mortify thy felf with penance, 
When the decaying fenfe is pall’d- with pleafure, 
And weary nature tires in her latt ttage ; 
Then weep and tell thy beads, when alt’ring rheums 
Have ftain’d the luftre of thy Harry. eyes, 

© And failing palfies thake thy wither’d hand.’ 

The prefent n moments claim more gen’rous.ufe.; 

Thy beauty, night and folitude, reproach me, 

For spied sssiants thus long—comelet me prefs thee, 

[ Laying hold on here 

Pant on thy bofom, fink into thy arms, | 

‘And lofe myfelf in the luxurious flood. 

‘ ¥. Shi Never ! :by: thofe chatte lights above, I fwear, 
¢ My foul fhall never:know pollution more3?\ 
Forbear, my lord! —here:let me'rather die: [Kucelings 
« Letquickdeftrudction overtake me ‘here,’ ail, 
And end my:forrows and-my thame forever. 

' Haft. Away with this perverfenefs,—’tis too much. 
Nay, if you ftrive-——'tis monftrous affectation! [Strivings 
. Sb. Retire! 1 beg Te leave me— 
Haj. Thus tocoy it !——— 
“With one who’ knows you too.x——= 
FeSh, For mercy’s fake——.. | 
Haft. Ungrateful woman! Isit thus you pay’ 
My fervices?———._. 
F. Sh. Abandon me to ruin—— 
‘Rathefthan urge me—— 
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Haft, ‘This way-to your chamber; © © [Pulling hers 
There if youftruggle-—— 

F. Sh. Help, Oh, gracious Heaven! ‘ : 
Help! Save me! Help! [Exit 


Enter Dumont, be interpofese 
Daan My lord! for honour’s: fake—> os 
afig 
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Haf, Hah! What art thou ?—Be gone! 
Dum, My duty callsme 
To my attendance on my miftrefs here. 
© ¥. Sb. For pity, let me go—" 
Haft, Avaunt! bafe groom 
At diftance wait, and know thy office better. 

“Dum. Forego your hold,’ my lord! ’tis mo& unmanly 
This violence ——— ; 
Haji. Avoid the room this moment, ; 

* OrI will tread thy foul out.’ if : 
Dum. No, my lord-—— eT } 
The common ties of manhood call me now, j 
And bid me thus ftand up in the defence : 

- Of an opprefs’d, unhappy, helplefs woman. ; 
5 ' 


Hap. And doft thou know me, flave ? 
Dum. Yes, thou proud lord} 

_ I know thee well ; know thee with each advantage 
Which wealth, or power, or noble birth can give thee. . 
1 know thee, too, for one who ftains thofe honours, 

And blots a long illuftricus line of ancettry, 
By poorly daring thustowrongawoman. = d 
" Haft. *Tis wond’rous well! I fee, my faint-like dame, 
You {tand provided of your braves and ruffians, . 
‘Te. man your caufe, and blufter in your brothel. 
‘Dum. Take back thefoul reproach, unmanner’d railer? 
Nor urge my rage too far, left thou fhould find . 
I have as daring fpirits in my blood. ind eX 
fasthou or any of thy race e’er boafteds — 
And tho’ no gaudy titles grac’d my birth, 
© Titles, the fervile courtier’s leanreward, 
© Sometimes the pay of virtue, but moreoft. « =~ L 
‘ The hire which greatnefs gives to flaves and fycophants, | 
Yet Heav’n that made me haneit, made me more 
Than ever king did, when he made a lord. °> eh 
Haft. Infolent villain! henceforth let this teach thee 
[Draws and firikes hiniy 
_ The diftance *twixt a peafant and a prince. Aah a 
Dum. Nay, then, my lord, [drawing] learn you 
‘this, how well . ‘ M2 } 
An arm refolv’d can guard its mafter’s life. [They fights 
1 ¥. Sh. Oh my diftrscting fears! hold, for fweet Heay’n 
[They fight, Dumont difarms Lord Hattings: 


3 Haft. 
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Haft. Confufion ! baffled by a bafe-born hind! 
Dum. Now, haughty Sir, where is our difference now? | 
Your life isi my hand, and did not honour, 
‘The gentlenefs of blood, and inborn virtue 
(Howe’er unworthy I may feem to you) 
Plead‘in my bofom, I fhould take the forfeit. 
But wear your fword again; and know, a lord 
Oppos’d againfta man, is but a man, ; 

Haft, Curfe.on my failing hand! Your better fortune 
Has given you ’vantage o’er me;. but perhaps 
Your triumph,may be bought with dear repentance,» 
> ‘ [£«i Haftings. 


Enter Jane Shore. 

_ . Sb. Alas ! what have you done ? Know ye the pow’r, 
The mightinefs, that waits upon this lord? ; 

~ Dum. Fear not, my worthieft mifirefs; "us a caufe 

Tn which Heaven’s guards fhall wait you. 

Purfue the facred counfels of your foul, 

Which urge you on tovirtue ; letnot danger, . 
Nor the incumbring world, make faint your purpofe. . 
Affifting angels fhall conduct your fteps, 
Bring you to blifs, and crown your days with peace, 

| F, Sb.-Ohy, that my head were laid, my fad eyes clos’d, 
And my cold corfe wound in my ihroud to reft.! 
My paintul heart will never ceafe to beat, 
Will never know a moment’s peace till then. 

~ Dum. Would you be happy, leave this fatal place ; 
Fly, from the court’s ‘pernicious neighbourhood ; 
Where innocence is fham’d, and blufhing modeity 
is made-the fcorner’s jeft ; where hate, deceit, 
And deadly ruin, wear the mafques of beauty, 
And draw deluded fools with thews of pleafure. 
_ F. Sh. Where fhould I fly, thus helplefs and forlorn, 
friends, and all the means of life bereft? 
* Dum. Belmour, whofe friendly care {till wakes to ferve 
das found you out a little peaceful refuge, [you, 
"ar from the court and the tumultuous city. ° 
‘ithin an ancient foreft’s ample verge, - 
‘here ftands alonely but a healthful dwelling, 
Built for convenience and the ule of life: | + . 
Around it fallows, meads, and paftures fair, ae 


A little garden, and’a limpid brook, 
L We Cc 
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_ By nature’s.own contrivance feem’d difpos’d ; 
Noneighbours, but a few poor fimple clowns, 
Honett and true, with a well meaning prieft: 
No faétion, or domeftic fury’s rage, _- 
Did e’er difturb the quiet of that place, _ 
When the contending nobles fhook the land - 
With York and Lancafter’s difputed fway. 
Your virtue there may finda fafe retreat. 
From the infulting pow’rs of wicked greatnefs. 
¥. Sh, Can there be fo much happinefs in ftore! 
Acell like that is all my-hopes afpire to. 
Hafte, then, and thither let us take our flight, 
E’er the clouds gather, and the.wint’ry fky —_ 
Defcends in’ ftorms to intercept our paflage. 


Dum. Will you then go! You glad my very foul.” 


Banith your fears, caft all your cares on me; 
Plenty and eafe, and peace of mind fhall wait you, 
And make your latter days of life moft happy. 
Oh, lady! but I mutt not, cannot tell you, 

How anxious I have been for all your dangers, 
And how: my heart rejoices at your fafety. 

So when the {pring renews the flow’ry field, 

And warns the pregnant nightingale to build, - 
She feeks the fafeft fhelter of the wood, 

Where fhe may truft her little tuneful brood ; 
Where no rude fwains her fhady cell may know, 
No ferpents climb, nor blafting winds may blow ; 
Fond of the chofen place, fhe views ito’er, - 

Sits there, and wanders thro’ the grove no more ; 
Warbling the charms it each returning night, 
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And loves it with a mother’s dear delight. [Execute 
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S$ CEN E, the Courts 
x Bater Alicia, with a paper. 


(ARYGr As: | vf 
HIS paper to the great protector’s. hand, 
With care and fecrecy, mu{t be convey’d ; 
His bold ambition now avows itsaim, 
To pluck the crown from Edward’s infant brow, 
‘And fixit on hisown. I know he holds 
My faithlefS Haftings adverfe to his hopes, 
And much devoted to the orphan king ; 
On that I build: this paper meets his doubts, 
_ And marks my hated rival as the caufe 
Of Hatting’s zeal for his dead matter’s fons.. 
~ Oh, jealoufy ! thow bane of pleafing friendfhip, 
Thou worft invader of our tender bofoms” 
‘How does thy rancour poifon all our foftnets,:- 
. And turn our gentle natures into bitterne/s.? 
See where fhe comes! once my heart’s deareft bleffing ! 
_Now my chang’d eyes are blafted with her beauty, — 
‘Loath that known de and ficken to behold her. 
Renae dgeater: Jane Shoreiay ioe bee 
© ¥, Sh. Now whither fhall I fly to find relief ? 
.* What charitable hand will aid me now? 
$ Will ftay my falling fteps, fupport my ruins, 
* And healmy wounded mind with balmy comfort? 
' Oh, my Alicia! 
_ Ali, What new grief is this? 
_ What unforefeen misfortune has furpriz’dthee,’ _ 
_ That racks thy tender heart thus ? 
_ » ¥. Sh. Oh, Dumont! 
_ Ali, Say what of him? 
_ F. 8b, That friendly, honeft man, 
Whom Belmour brought of late to my afliftance, 
On whofe kind care, whofe diligence and faith, 
My fureft truit was built, this very morn 
Was feiz’d on by the cruel hand of power, 
_ Fore’d fiom my houfe, and borne away to prifon. 
_ Ali. To prifon, faid you! Can you guefs the caufe? - 
| §.Sb. Too wel, Tfear. His bold defence of me 
40 oy C2 Ras 
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“Has drawn the vengeance of Lord Haftings on Pits 

Ali, Lord Haftings! Ha! 

¥. Sh, Some fitter time mutt tell thee 
The tale of my-hard hap. _ Upon the prefent 
Hang all my poor, my laft remaining hopes. 

“Within this paper is my fuit contain’d ; 
Here as the princely Glofter paffes forth, 
I wait to give it on my humble knees, 
And move him for'redrefs. 
[Ste gives the paper to Alicia, avbo opens and 
fecms to read it, 

Ali, [ Afide. ] Now fora wile, ~ _ 2 
To fting my thoughtlefs rival to the heart 3 3 
To blatt her fatal beauties, and divide her 
For ever from my perjut’d Haftings, eyes: 
* The wanderer may then look back to me, 
* And turn to his forfaken home again ;? 
Their fafhionsare the fame, it cannot fail, 

[ Pulling out the other papers 

F. Sh. But fee the great protector comes this way, 

* Attended by a train of waiting courtiers.” 
Give me the paper, friend. 

Ali. [Afde.\” ‘For love and vengeiince ! 

’ [She gives the other pipers, 
Enter the Duke of Glofter, ‘Str Richard Ratcliff, Catelby, 
; “Conriitrs, and other Attendanis. * 

FG. Sh. [Knedling-} Oh, noble Glofter, turn thy gracious 
Incline thy pitying car to my complaint. [eye €y 
A poor, undone, forlaken, ‘helplefs woman, , 
Intreats a little bread for charity, . 
To feed her wants, and fave her life from perithing. 

Gloft, Arife, fair'dame, and dry your wat’ry eyes. : 

[Receiving the paper, and raifing her, 
Befhrew me, but’twere pity of his héart 
That could refufe a boon.to fuch a fuitrefs. 
Y’have gota noble friend to be your advocate $ 
A worthy and right gentle lord he is, 
And to his truftmoft true. .This prefent Now 
Some matters of the ffate detain our leifure ; 
Thofe once difpatch’d, we'll call for ro anon, , 
And give your griefs'redrefs.° Go to! be comforted. ~~ 
J. $2, Good Heav’ns repay your highnefs for this fod 
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And fhow’r down bleflings on your princely head, 
Come, my Alicia, reach thy triendly arm, 
And help me to. fupport this feeble frame, 
That nodding totters with oppretlive woe, 
_And‘finks beneath its load, [ELxeunt J. Sh. and Alice 
Ghft. Now by my holidame! 
Heavy ofheart fhe feems, and {ore afflited. 
But thus it is when rude calamity 
Lays its {trong gripe upon thefe mincing minions 5. 
The dainty gew-gaw forms diffolve at once, 
And fhiver at the fhock. What fays her paper? 
hte Te [Seeming torredde 
Ha! Whatis this? Comenearer, Ratclitte ! Catefby, ! 
Mark the contents, and then divine the meaning. 
- ; (He reads. 
** Wonder not, princely Glofter, at the notice 
* This paper brings you from a friend unknown; 
*¢ Lord Haftings is inclin’d to call you matter, 
** And kneel to Richard, as to England’s King ;. 
** But Shore’s bewitching wife mifleads his heart, 
** And draws his fervice to King Edward’s fons, : E 
*¢ Drive heraway, you break the charm that holds him, 
*« And he, andall his powers, attend on you.” 
_ Rat. ’Tis wonderful! | 
Cat. The means by which it came — 
Yet {tranger too } 
Ghft, ¥ow faw it given, but now. 
Rat. She could not know the purport. 
Gilof. No, ’tis plain ; : 
She knows itnot, it levels at her life; 
Should fhe prefume to prate of fuch high matters, _ 
The meddling harlot, dear fhe fhould abide it. 
- Cat. What hand foe’er it comes froin, be affur’d, 
Tt means your highnefs well—— 
Gioft. Upon the inftant,. 
‘Lord Haftings will be here ; this morn I mean 
To prove him tothe quick ; thenif he flinch, 
No more but this—away with him at once, 
_ He mutt be mine or nothing———But he comes! _ 
| Draw nearer this way, and obferve me well.. 
| ; it ; {They aphifper. 
| > : <€ i eee ~ 2 Eniay 


Cl 


« 


L 
t 
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Enter Lord Haftings. Pi 
L. Haft. This foolith woman‘hangs about my hearts 
Lingers and wanders in my fancy full ; 
This coynefs is put on; “tis art and cunning, 
And worn to urge defire———I mutt poflefs her. 
The groom, who lift his faucy hand againit me, 
E’er this, is humbled, and repents his darmg. 
Perhaps, ev’n fhe may profit by th’ example, 
And teach her beauty not to fcorn my pow’r. 
Giof. This do, and wait mee’er the council fits. _ 
- [ Bxeunt Rat. and Cat. 
My Lord, y’are well encountred ; here has been y 
A tair petitioner this morning with us; 
- Believe me, fhe has won me much to pity her: 
Alas! her gentle naturewasnot-made 
To buffet with adverfity. .Itold her", . 
- How worthily hercaufe you had befriended ; 
- How much for your good fake we meant to do, 
That you had f{pcke, and all things thould be well. 
Haft. Your highnefs binds me ever to your fervice. 
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" Ghff. You know.yout friendthip is moftpotent with usy 


And fhares our power. “But of this enough, . ; 
Yor we have other matter for your ear; 
The ftate is out of tune: diftracting-fears, 

And jealous doubts, jar in our public counfels; 
Amidft the wealthy city, murmurs rife, ‘ 
Lewd railings, and reproach on thofe that rule, ~ 
With open fcorn of government; hence.credit, 
And public truft *twixt man and man, are broke, 
The golden ftreams.of ;commerce.are with-held, 
Which fed the..wants of needy hinds and artizans, 
Who therefore curfe: the_great,.and threat rebellion, 

Haft. The vefty knaves are over-run with eafe, 

As plenty ever is the nurfe of faction ; ; 
If in good days, like thefe, the headftreng herd 

‘Grow madly wanton and repine; itis : 

Becaufe the reins of power are held.too flack, 

And reverend authority of late : 

Has worn:a face of merey more than juttice. 

Gloft. Bethrew my heart} but you. have well-divin’d 
The fource of thefe diforders. Whotan wonder 
Tf riot and mifrule o’erturnthe geal, - 

When 
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When the crown fits.upon-a baby brow? 
Plainly to fpeak.; -hence comes the gen’ral cry, 
_ And fam of all complaint: ’twill ne’er be well 
With England (thus they talk) while-children govern. 
Haft, "Tis true, the King is young; but what of that? 
"We teel no want of Edward’s riper years, 
- While Glofter’s valour and moft princely wifdom . 
So well fupply our infant fov’reign’s place, 
‘His youth’s fupport, and guardian to his throne. 
Gh. Thecouncil (much I’m bound to thank ’em for’t) 
_ Have plac’d a pageant fceptre in my hand, 
‘Barren of power, and fubject to controul ; 
Scorn’d by my foes, and ufele{s to my friends. 
Oh, worthy Lord! were mine the rule indeed, 
I think I fhould, not fuffer rank offence 
At large to/lord it in the common-weal ; 
_Nor would the realm be rent by difcord:thus, 
Thus fear and doubt, betwixt difputed titles. 
Haft, Of this 1am tolearn; as not fuppofing 
_ Adoubt like ths———- 
 Gloft. Ay, marry, but there is 
And that of much concern. -Have you not heard 
How, on a late occafion, Doctor Shaw 
Has mov’d the people much about the’ lawfulnefs 
Of Edward’s iffue?. By right graveauthority . 
. Of learning and religion, plainly proving, — 
‘A baftard fcion never fhould be grafted 
Upona royal ftock.; .from thence, at full 
Difcourfing on my brother’s former contract 
To Lady.Elizabeth Lucy, long before’ 
His jolly. match with that fame buxom wilow 
The queen he left behind him 
Haft. Ti befall if ut 53s tart 
Such meddling priefts, who kindle up confuficn, 
And vex the quiet world with their vain ferupies ! 
By heav’n, *tis done in perfect {pite to peace. 
Did not the King, ; " 
Our royal matter, Edward, in concurrence | 
With his eftates affembled, well.determine 
What courfe the fov’reign rule fhould take hencefo;ward? 
When fhall the deadly hate of fa€tionsceafey © 
When hall our long-divided Jand-have reft, 
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If every peevith, moody maleconitent 
Shall fet the fenfelefs rabble inan uproar, : 
Fright them with dangers, and perplex their brains, 
Each day, with fome fantaftie giddy change? 
© Glofts What if fome patriot, for the public good, - 
Should vary from your fcheme, new-mould the ftate ? 
Haft. Curfe on the innovating hand attempts it! 
Remember him, the villain, righteous Heaven, 
In thy great’ day of vengeance! Blaft the traitor » 
Aid his pernicious counfels, who for wealth, — 
For pow’r, the pride of greatnefs, or revenge, 
Would plunge his native land in civil wars! 
Gloft. You go too far, my lord. : ‘ 
Haft. Your highnefs’ pardon — 
Have we fo foon forgot thofe days of ruin, 
When York and Lancafter drew: forth the battles ; 
When, like a matron butcher’d by her fons, 
© And caft befide fome common way, a fpectacle 
* Of horror and affright to paflers by,” L 
Our groaning country bled at ev’ry vein; La 
When murders, rapes, and mafiacres prevail’d ; 
" When churches, palaces, and cities blaz’d ; 
When infolence and barbarifin triumph’d, ~ 
And fwept away diftinCtion 3 “peafants trod - 3 
Upon the necks of nobles: low.were laid ~ a 
The reverend crofier, and the holy mitie, 
And defolation cover’d all the land ; 
Who can remember this, and not, like me, 
Here vow to fheath a dagger in his heart ; 
Whoft damn’d ambition would renew thofe horrors,’ 2° 
And fet once:more that fcene of blood before us ? 
Gloft. How now ! fo hot ! 1 
laf. So brave, and fo refolv’d. AAS F 
Gift. Is then our friéndthip of fo little moment, i 
That you could arm your hand againft my life ? f 
Haft. hope your highnefs does not thik I mean it; _ 
No, Heav’n forefend that e’er your princely -perfon f 
Should come within the feope-of my refentment. { 
Gio. Oh, noble Haftings ! Nay, I muft embrace yous 
. ; [Embraces i 


By holy Paul, y’area right honeft man ! ; 
_ "Phe time is full of danger and diftruit, “a 
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And warns us to be waty. Hold me not 
Too apt for jealoufy and light furinife, 
"Lf when I mean to lodgé you next my heart, 
‘J put your truth-totrial.. Keep your loyalty, 
‘And live, your king and country’s beft fupport: 
‘For me, I afk no more than honour gives, 
To think me yours, and ‘rank me with your friends, 
‘ Haft. Accept what thanks a grateful heart thould pay, 
* Oh, princely Glofter ! judge me ‘not ungentle, 
© Of manners rude, and infolent of {peech, 
* If, when the public fafety is in quettion, 
* My zealflows warm and eager from’ my tongue. 
_ * Ghff. Enough of this; todeal in wordy compliment 
© Is much againit the plainnefs of my-nature: 
* I judge you by myfelf, a clear true fpirit, © 
'* And, as fuch, once more join you to my bofom. 
* Farewel, and be my friend, [Exit Glott, 
’ Haft. Tamnotread, ~~ * 
Nor fkill’d and praétis’d in the arts of greatnefs, 
To kindle thus, and give afcope to paflion. 
‘The Duke is farely noble; but he touch’d me — 
_Ev’n on the ‘tend’reft point; the mafter-ftting 
“That nakes moft harmony or difcord-to-me. 
‘J own the glorious. fubject fires my’ breaft, | 
And ‘my foul’s darling paffion ftands-confefs’d; 
Beyond or love’s or friendfhip’s facred: band, - 
‘Beyond nyfelf, I prize my-native land: ~~ 
On this foundation would-I build my fame, 
‘And emulate the Greek and Roman name; . 
hink England’s peace bought cheaply with my blood, 
nd die with pleafure for my country’s good, [exits 
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AC TV IVe:. 
SCEN E continues. , 
_ Enter Duke of Glofier, Ratcliffe, and Catetby. 


GuosTER. = - | 
HIS was the fum of all: that he would brook 
No alteration in the prefent ftate. 
Marry, at laft, the tefty gentleman 
Was almoft mov’d to bid us bold defiance; 
~ But there I dropt the argument, and changing 
The firit defign and purport of my fpeech, ; 
t prais’d his good. affection to young Edward, . 
‘nd left him to believe my thoughts like his. 
Troceed we then in this foremention’d matter, 
As nothing bound or trufting to his friendfhip, 7 4 
* “Rat. Ii does it thus befall. I could have with’d | 
This Lord had ftood with us. ¢ His friends are wealthy § 
* Thereto, his own pofleffions large and mighty ; ; 
* The vafials and dependants on his power - 
‘ Firm in adherence, ready, bold, and many ;” 
His name had been of vantage to your Highnefs, | 
And ftood our prefent purpofe much in ftead. 
Gho/t.. This wayward and perverfe declining from. us, 
Has warranted at full the friendly notice 
Which we this morn réceiv’d.. I hold it certain, 
_ This puling whining harlot rules hisreafon, 
And prompts his zeal for Edward’s baftard breod. | 
- Cat. If the have fuch dominion o’er his heart, 
And turn it at her will, you rule her fate; _ 
-~ And fhould, by inference and apt deduction, 
‘Be arbiter of-his, Is not her bread, : ! 
“The very means immediate to her being, ; 
The bounty of your hand ? Why does the live, 
Ifnot to yield obedience to your pleafure, 
To {peak, to act, tothink as youcommand * 
Rat. Let her inftruét her tongue to bear your mefiage 
- ‘Teach every grace to fmile in your behalf, 
And her deluded eyes to gloat for you ; 
His ductile reafon will be wound about, 
Be led:and turn’d again, fay and unfay, ah 
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Receive the yoke, and yield exact obedience. Mee), 
» Gloft. Your counfel likes me well, it {hall be follow’d. 
She waits without, attending on her fuit. 
Go, call her in, and leave us here alone. fai 
Etats { Exeunt Ratcliff aad Cately 
How poor a thing is he, how worthy fcorn, : 
Who leaves the guidance of imperial manhood 
To fuch a paltry piece of fluff as this is! 
A moppet made of prettinefs and pride; 
“That oftener does her giddy fancies change, . 
Than glittering dew-drops in the fun do.colours—= 
Now, fhame upon it! was our reafon given 
For fucha ufe! ¢ To be thus puff’d abont 
* Like a dry leaf, an idle flraw, a feather, 
* The fport of every whiffling blatt that blows? 
* Befhrew my heart, but itis wond’rous ftrange ;’ bs 
Sure there is fomething more than witchcraft in them, 
That matters ev’n the wifett of us all. 
ri ; _ Enter Jane Shore. 
Oh! you are come mott fitly. We have ponder’d 
On this your grievance: and tho’ fome there are, 
Nay, and thofe great ones too, who wou’d enforce 
‘The rigour of our power to affli@ you, 
And beara heavy hand; yet fear not you : 
We've ta’en you to our favour; our protection 
Shall itand between, and fhield you from mifhap. 
-. J. 82. The bleflings of a heart with anguifh broken, . 
And refeu’d from pace attend your highnefs. 
Alas! my gracions Lord, what have I done 
To kindle fuch relentlefs wrath againft me ? 
If in the days of all my paft offences, 
When moft my heartwas lifted with delight, 
* IfI witheld my morfel from the hungry, 
* Forgot the widow’s want, and orphan’s cry ; 
* If I have known a yood I have not fhar’d, — lay 
* Nor call’d the poor to take his portion with me, 
* Let my worft enemies ftand forth, and now 
* Deny the fuccour, which-I gave not then. 
~ Gh. Marry there are, tho’ I believe them not, 
Who fay you meddle:in affairs of ftate : 
That you prefume:to prattle, likea bufy body, 
Give your advice, and teach the Lords o’th’ council 
Main le 4 What 
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What fits the order of the common- weal. ~ é 
Sh. Oh, that the bufy world, at leaftin this, 
Would take example from a wretch like me! * y 
None then would wafte their hours in foreign thoughts, © 
Forget themfelves, and what concerns their peace, 
€ To tread the mazes of fantaftic falfhood, 
© To haunt their idle founds and flying tales, 
¢ Thro’ all the giddy noify courts of rumour ; 
Malicious flandér never would have leifure’ 
To fearch, with prying eyes, for faults abroad, 
Tf all, like me) confider’d their own hearts, - 5 
And wept the forrows which they found at home. 
Glft. Go to! I know your pow’r; and tho” P'truft noe 
To ev'ry breath of fame, I’m not to learn . a 
That Hattings is- profefs’d your loving vaffal. 
But fair befal your beauty: ufe it wifely, 
And it may ftand your fortunes much in ftead, 
Give back your forfeit land with large increaie, 
And place you high in fafety and in honour. 
Nay, Icould point away, the which purfuing, , 
You fhall not only briag yourfelf advantage, 
But givé the realm much worthy caufe to thank you. 
#. Sb. Oh! where orhow—Can my unworthy hand 
Become an inftrument of good to any ? 
Anftruét yourlowly flave, and let me fly 
/To yield-obedience to your dread command, 
_ Ghoft. Why, that’s well faid—Thus then—Obferve me 
The {tate, for many high and potent reafons, {well 
Deeming my brother Edward’s fons unfit 
For the imperial weight of England’s crown——= 
¥. 5h. Alas! for pity. : 
Glof. Therefore have refolv’d 
. To fet afide their unavailing infancy, 
And veft thefov’reign rule in abler hands. 
This, tho’ of great importance to the public, 
Hattings, for very peevifhnefs and {pleen, 
Does ftubbornly oppofe. : 
#. Sh. Does he? Does Haftings?: 
Gin. Ay, Haftings. 
_ ¥. 8h. Reward him for the noble deed, juft Heav’ns + 
For this one aétion, guard him and diftinguifh him 
With fignal mercies, and with great deliverance, 
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Save him from wrong, adverfity, and fhame. 
‘Let never fading honours fiourifh round him, 
And confecrate his naine, ev’n to time’s end. 
¢ Let him know nothing elfe but good on earth, . 

* And evetlafting bleffednefs hereafter.’ 

* Ghft. How now !. 
 ¥.Sh. The poor, forfaken, royal little ones! 
Shall they be leita prey to favage power? 

Can they lift up their harmlefs hands in vain, 
“Orcry to Heaven for help, and not be heard ? 
“Impoffible! Oh, gallant, generous Haftings, 

Go on, purfue! affert the facred caufe : 

Stand forth, thou proxy of all-ruling Providence, 
And fave the friendlefs infants from oppreilion. 

Saints fhall affift thee with prevailing prayers, 

And warring angels combat on thy fide. 
_ Gloff. You're paffing rich in this fanre heav’nly fpeech, 

And {pend it at your pleafure. Nay, but mark me! + 

My favour is not bought with words like thefe. 

‘Go to—you’ll'teach your tongue another tale, ~ 
 F. Sb. No, tho’ the royal Edward has undone me, 

Be was my king, my gracious mafter {til ; 

* He lov’d me too, tho’ twas a guilty flame, 

* And fatal to my peace, yet ftill he lov’d mes 
* With fondnels and with tendernefs he doated, 

f Dwelt in my eyes, and liv'd but in my {miles ;’ 

And can 1—O iny heart abhors the thought ! 

‘Staid by, and fee his children robb’d of right ? 

Glof, Dave not, ev’n for thy foul, to thwart me further ! 
None of your arts, your feigning and your foolery 5. 
Your dainty {queamitla coying it to me ; ‘ 
Go—to your lord, your paramour, begone ! 

Lifpin his ear, hang wanton omhis neck, ~ 
And play your monkéy gambols o’er to him. 

‘You know my purpofe, look that you purfue it, _ 
And make him yield obedience to my will. 
Do it—or woe upon thy harlot’s head. - 

| F. 5h. Oh, that my tongue had ev’ry grace of fpeech, 
Great and commanding as the breath of kings, 
es as the poet’s numbers, and prevailing 
i‘. As foft perfuafion to a love fick maid ;’ 

That I had art and sae divine, 
" ’ : 3 
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To pay my duty to my matfter’s afhes, « 
And plead, till death, the caufe of injur’d innocence. - 


| Ghf. Hal Doft thou brave me, minion! Doft thou 


’ know : eh 
How vile, how very awretch, my pow’r can make thee? 


© That I can let locfe fear, diftrefS, and famine, 


* ‘To hunt thy heels, like hell-hounds, thro’ the world ;’ 


That I can piace thee in fuch abject ftate. 

As help hall never find thee ; where, repining, 

Thou fhalt fit down, and gnaw the earth for anguifh 

Groan to the pitilefs winds withoutreturn; 

Howl, like the midnight wolf amidit the defart, 

And curfe thy life, in bitternefs and mifery ? 

_. F.Sb. Let me be branded for the public fcorn, . 

Turn’d forth and driven to wander like a vagabond, 

Be friendlefs and forfaken, feek my bread 

Upon the barren wild, and defolate waite, 

Feed on my fighs, and drink my falling tears, 

F’er Iconient to teach my lips injuttice, 

Or wrong the orphan, who has none to fave him. — - 
Gioft.’ Tis well—we’ll try the temper of your heart. 

What, hoa! Whowaits without? 

Eater Ratcliffe, Catetby, and Attendants. 

Rat. Your highnets’ pleafure 
Glof. Go, fome of you, and turn this {trumpet forth ! 


Spurn her into the {treet ; there let her perifh, 


And rot upon adunghill. Thro’ the city 


- See it proclaim’d, that none, on pain of death, 


Prefume to give her comfort, food, or harbour ; 
Who miniftters the fmalleft comfort, dies. 


. Her houfe, her coftly furniture and wealth, 


‘¢ The purchafe of her loofe luxurious life,’ — y 


We feize on, for the profit of the ftate.~ 
Away! Be gone! 
84. Oh, thou moft righteous judge— 


' Humbly behold, I bow myfelf tothee, 


* 


And own thy juftice in this hard decree 


- No longer, then, my ripe offences fpare, 


But what 1 merit, let me learn to bear. 
Yet fince ’tis all my wretchednefs can give, 


For my pait crimes my forfeit life receives . #8 


Dee et eae 
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“No pity for my fufferings here I crave, 
And only hope forgiveneds in the grave. - ; 
_ [Bait J. Shore, guarded by Catetby and others. 
Glo. So much for this. Your project’s at an end : 
b, ToR 
This ‘idle toy, this hilding feorns my power, 
And {ets usallat naught, See thata guard 
Be ready at my call,— 
Rat. ‘The council waits 
Upon your highnefs’ leifure,—— 
. Gloft. Bid them enter. 
enter the Duke of Buckingham, Earl of Derby, Bifbop of 
. Ely, Lord Hattings, and others, as to the council, The 
Duke of Ghoiter takes his place at the upper end, then the 
reft fit. 5 
_ Derb. In happy times we are aflembled here, .- 
To point the day, and fix the folemn pomp, 
For placing England’s crown, with all due rites, 
Upon our fov’reign Edward’s youthful brow. . 
_. Hof. Some buly meddling knaves, ’tis faid, there are, 
As fuch will {till be prating, who préfume 
‘Tocarp and cavil at his royal right ; 
errs I hold it fitting, with the fooneft, 
*appoint the order of the coronation ; 
So to approve our dutyto the king, 
And flay the babbling of {uch vain gainfayers, “e 
~~ Derb. Weaill attend to know your highnefs’ pleafure. 
| ae } [Zo Glofter, 
Gloft. My lords, a fet of worthy men youare, 
Prudent and juft, and careful for the {tate ; 
Pherefore, to your mott grave determination » 
f yield myfelfin all things ; and demand 
What punifhmert your wifdom fhall think meet 
inflict upon thofe damnable contrivers, 
Who fhall with potions, charins, and witching drugs, 
actife again{t our perfon and our life? - 
_ Haft. So much I hold the king your highnefs’ debtor, 
50 precious are you to the common-weal, 
Phat I prefume, not only for myfelf, 
ut in behalf of thefe my noble brothers, 
Wo fay, whoe’er they be, they merit death. [truth.. 
Hof. Then judge yourfelves, convince your eyes of 
ae Dz Behold 
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Behold my arm, thus blafted, _dry, and wither’d, 
[ Pulling up bis 5 eeUess 
Shrunk, like a foulabortion, and decay "d, 
Like foie untimely product of the feafons, 
Rabb’d of its properties of itrength and office. 
This is the forcery of Edward’s wile, 
Who, in conjunétion with that harlot Shore, 
_ And other like confed’rate midnight hags, 
By force of potent fpells, of bloody characters, 
And conjurations horrible to hear, 
Call fiends and {peétres from the yawning deep, 
And {et the minifters of hell-at work, 
Lo torture and defpoil me of my life. 
Haft. lfthey have done this deed —— 
Gioft. Ef they have done it ! 
‘Falk’it thou to me of If’s, audacious traitor ! 
‘Thou art that firumper witch’s chief abettor, 
‘The patron. and complorter of ber mifchiefs, 
And join’d in this: contrivance for Sg death. 
Nay, itart not, lords—-What, ho ! .a guard there, Sins! fs 
Enter Guards. 
Lord Haftings—I arrett thee of high treafon, 
Seize him, and Bear him inttantly away. - 
He fha’notlive an hour. By holy Paul, 
+ J will not dine before his head be brought me. 
Ratcliffe, flay you, and fee that it be done: 
‘The reft that love me, rife and follow me. 
[ Lxeunt Glotter, and Lords following.’ | 
Manent Lord Haftings, Ratcliffe, and guards, 
_ Haft. What! - and no more but this—How ! ) to the, 
{caifold : 
Oh, gentle Ratcliffe ! tell me, do I hold thee ? z 
Or if af dream, what fhallIdoto wake, _, 
- To break, to dtruggle thro’ this dread confufion 2 
For furely death itielf is not fo painful 
As is this fudden horror and furprize. 
‘Rat. You heard the duke’s commands to me were abfo- 
. Therefore, my lord, addrefs you to your fhrift, {iute.- 
- With all good fpeed 3 you may. Summon your courage, — 
And be yourfelf ; for you muf die this initant. ‘ 
Haft. Yes, Ratcliffe, I wall take thy friendly counfel, 
And sie aga man fhould; ’ts fomewhat hard Fe 4 
Qo° 
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To call my featter’d fpirits home at once: 

But fince what miuft be, muit be—let neceffity 

Supply the place of time and preparation, 

And arm me for theblow. ’Tis but to die, 

*Tis but to venture on that common hazard, 

Which many a time in battle I have run ; 

* ’Tis but to do, what at that-very moment, 

© In many nations of the peopled earth, 

* A thoufand and a thoufand hall do with me ;’ 

’Tis but to clofe my eyes and fhut out day-light, 

‘To view no more the wicked ways of men, 

No longer to behold the tyrant Glofter, 

And be aweeping witnefs of the woes, — 

‘The defolation, flaughter, and calamities, 

Which he fhall bring on this unhappy land. 
Enter Alicia. 

Ali, Stand off, and let me pafs—I will, I mut 

Catch him once more in thefe defpairing arms, - 
And hold him to my heart—O Hattings, Hattings! 
. Hef, Alas! why com’it thou at this dreadful moment, 
‘To fill me with new terrors, new diftractions ; 

To turn me wild with thy diftemper’d rage, 
And fhock the peace of my departing foul ? 
Away, I pr’ythee leave me! 
Ali, Stop a minute —-—— 
Till my full griefs find paffage—Oh, the tyrant ! 
| Perdition fall on Glofter’s head and mine. 

Haft. What means thy frantic grief? 

' Ali, I cannot fpeak 
‘But Ihave murder’d thee—Oh, I could tell thee ! 

Haft. Speak, and give eafe to thy conflicting pa‘fions! 
Be quick, nor keep me longer in fufpenfe, Hh} 
‘Time prefles, anda thoufand crowding thoughts 
Break in at once! this way and that they fnatch,. 

They tear my hurry’dfoul: All claim attention, 

And yet not one isheard. Oh! fpeak, and leave me, 
‘For [have bufinefs would employ an age, 
‘And but a minute’s time to get it done in, 

_ Ali, That, that’s my grief—’tis I that urge thee on, 
‘Thus haunt thee to the toil, {weep thee from earth, 
eo thee down this precipice of fate. 

_ Haff, Thy reafon is grown wild, Could thy weak hand 
rik. D 3 Bring 
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Bring on this mighty ruin ? If it could, 
What have I done fo grievous to thy foul, 
So deadly, fo beyond the reach of pardon, 
"Phat nothing but my Tife can make atonement ? 
Ali. Thy “cruel feorn had ftung me to the heart, 
And fet my burning bofom all in flames : 
Raving and mad f flew to my revenge, 
And writ I know not what—told the protector, 
._ That Shore’s detefted wife, by wiles, had won thee 
To plot againit his greatne!s —He believ’d it, 
“¢Oh, dire event of my pernicious counfel !) 
And, while I meant,deitruction on her head, 
1’ has turn’d itall on thine. 
‘ Haft. Accurfed jealoufy ! 
* Oh, mercilefs, wild, and unforgiving fiend ! 
Blindfold 3 it runs coundiftinguith d mifchief, . 
And murders all it meets. Curt be its Tage, 
For there is none fo deadly ;" doubly curs’d 
Be all thofe eafy fools who give it harbour ; 
Who turn a monfter loofe among mankind, 
Fiercer than famme, war, or {potted peftilence ; - 
Baneful as death, and horrible as hell. 
* Al:, VF thou wilt curfe, curfe rather thine own falfe- 
Curfe the lewd maxims of thy perjur’d fex. [hoed. 
Which taught thee firft to laugh at faith and ira. an 
Tofeorn the folemn fandity of oaths, 
And make a jeft of a poor woman’s ruin = % 
Curfe thy proud heart, and Phy infalting tong, 
That rais’d this fatal tury in my foul, ~ 
And urg’d my vengeance to undo us both.” 
‘Haff, Ch, thow iahuman ! Turn thy eyes away. 
_ And blaf me not with their deftrudtive beams : 
Why thould I earfe thee with my dying breath ? 
Be aie and let me die in peace. 
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. Can’ft thou —Oh, eruel Haftings, leave me thus ? 3 


Hear me, I beg thee—t ‘conjure thee, hear me !: 
While with an agonizing heart, I fwear, 
By all the pangs I feel, by all the forrows, 
The terrors and defpair thy lofs fhall give me,. 
. My hate wason my rival bent alone. 
Oh! had I once divin'd, falfe as thou art, 
A be to thy life, I would have dy’a, 
4 I would: 
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T would have met it-for thee, and made bare 
My ready faithfu¥ breaft to fave thee from it. ; 
Haft, Now mark ! and tremble at Heaven’s juit award : 
While thy infatiate wrath and fell revenge, 

Purfu’d theinnocence which never wrong’d theey > 
Behold, the mifchief falls on thee and me: 

Remorfe and heavinefs cf heart fhall wait thee, 

And everlafting anguifh be thy portion : 

For me, the inares of death are wound about me, 

And now, in one poor moment, Iam gone. 

‘Oh! if thou haft one tender thought remaining, 

Fly to thy clofet, fall upon thy knees, 

And recommend my parting foul to mercy, 

Ali, Oh! yet, before I go for ever from thee, 
‘Turn thee in gentlenefs and pity to me,: [ Kueclings 
And, in compaffion of my ftrong affliction, 
‘Say, is it poffible you can forgive 
The fatal rafhnefs of ungovern’d love? - 

For, Oh! ’tis certain, if had not lov’d thee 
‘Beyond my peace, my reafon, fame, and life, 
* Defir’d to death, and doated to diftraétion,” ° 
This day of horror never fhould have known us. 
| Haft. Oh, rife, and let me huth thy ftormy forrows, 

‘. [Raifing hers 
Affuage thy tears, for I will chide no more, - : 
‘No more upbraid thee, thou unhappy fair-one. 
fee the hand of Heav’n is arm’d againft me; 

And, in myfterious Providence, decrées es 

‘To punifh me by thy miftakenhand. 

Mott righteous doom! for, Oh, while I behold thee,. 
hy wrongs rife up in terrible array, 

And charge thy ruinon me; thy fair fame, _ 

Thy fpotlefs beauty, innocence, and youth, 

Difhonour’d, blafted, and betray’d by me. 

Ali. And does thy heart relent for my undoing 

Oh, that inhuman Glofter could be mov’d, — _ 

But half fo eafily as can pardon! EBs 

|| Haft. Here then exchange we mutually forgivenefs: 
| So may the guilt of ail my broken vows, 
My perjuries to thee, be all forgotten, 

As here my foul acquits thee-of my death, 
As here I part without one angry thought, 
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As here I leave thee with the foftefttendernefs, 
Mourning the chance.of our difaftrous loves, 
And begging Heav’n to blefs and to fupport thee. 
Rat, My lord, difpatch ; the duke has fent to chide me, 
For loitering in my duty —— : 
Haft. 1 obey. : 
Ali. Infatiate, favage monfter ' Is a moment 
So tedious to thy malice? Oh, repay him, 
Thou great avenger | Give him blood for blood : 
Guilt haunt him! fiends purfue him! lightnings blait 
him! ~ 
¢ Some horrid, curfed kind of death o’ertake him 
© Sudden, and in the fulnefs of his fins !’ - 
Thathe may know how terrible it is, 
To want. that moment he denies thee now. 
Haft. This rage is all in vain, ¢ that tears thy bofom ; 
€ Like a poor bird that flutters in its cage, __ 
* Thou beat’(t thyfelf to death.’ Retire, L beg thee ; 
~'To fee thee thus, thou know’ft not how it wounds me >. 
Thy agonies are added to my own, 
And make the burthen more than I can bear... _ 
Farewel—Good angels vifit thy afflictions, 
And bring thee peace and comfort from above. 
Ali. Ob! ftab me to the heart, fome pitying hand. 
Now ftrike me dead —————— E 
_ Haft. One thing I had forgot 
I charge thee, by our prefent common miferies 5 
By our paft loves, if yet they have a name 5. 
By all thy hopes of peace here and hereafter, _ 
Let not the rancour of thy hate purfue 
The innocence of thy unhappy friend ; [her,. 
Thou know’{t who ’tis I mean; Oh! fhould’ft thou wrong 
Juft Heav’n fhall double all thy woes upon thee, 
And make ’em know no end—Remember this, . - 
As the laft warning of a dying man. 
-Farewel, for ever ! [ Phe guards carry Haltings of 
Ali, For ever! Oh, for ever! dete, ; 
Oh, who can bear to bea wretch. forever! . 
My rival, too! His laft thoughts hung on her,. 
And as he parted, left a bleffing for her: 
Shall the be bleft, and I be curft, for ever ? 
No; fince her fatal beauty was the caufe 
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Of all my fuff’rings, let her-fhare my pains 

Let her, like me, of ev’ry joy forlorn, 

‘Devote the hour when fuch a wretch was born ; 

* Like me, to defarts and to darknefs run, 

* Abhor the day, and curfe the golden fun ;? 

Cutt ev’ry good, and ev’ry hope behind ; 

Deteft the works of nature, loath mankind; 

Like me, with cries diftracted, fill the air, : 
Tear her poor bofom, rend her frantic hair ; ; } 
And prove the torments of the lait defpair. f Bexit.: 


Enp of the Fourts Act. 
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. Kater Belmour aid Dumont, 
f Dumonr. 
os faw her, then? 
Si, Bel. 1 met her,as returning, 
In folemn penance from the public crofs, 
Before her, certain rafcal officers, 
Slaves in authority, the knaves of juttice, 
Proclaim’d the tyrant Glofter’s cruel orders. 
* On either fide her march’d an, ill-look’d prieft, 
* Who with fevere, with horrid haggard eyes, 
* Did, ever and anon, by turns, upbraid her, 
* And thunder in her trembling ear damnation.’ ~ 
Around her, numberlefs, the rabble flow’d, 
Should’ring each other, ctowding fora view, 
Gaping and gazing, taunting and reviling ; 
Some pitying—but thofe, alas !. how few ! 
The moit, fuch iron hearts we are, and fuch 
The bafe barbarity of human kind, 
With infolence and lewd reproach purfu’d her, 
Hooting and railing, and with villanous hands 
Gath’ring the filth from out the common ways, 
To hurl upon her head. 
Dum. Inhuman dogs! 
How did the bear it ? Ba 
_ Bel, With the gentleft patience; ; ety 
Ss . Submifiive, 
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Submiffive, fad, and lowly was her look ; 
A burning taper in her hand the bore, 
And on-her fhoulders carelefsly confus’d, 
With loofe neglect, her lovely treffes hung ; : 
Upon her cheek a faintifh flufh was fpread ; 
Feeble the feem’d, and forely fit with pain. 
While bare-foot as fhe trod the flinty pavement, 
Her footfteps all along were mark’d with blood. 
Yet, filent {till fhe pafs’d and unrepining ;_ 
Her: {treaming eyes bent ever on the earth, 
Except when i in fome bitter pang of forrow, 
To Heav’n fhe feem’d in fervent zeal to raife, 
Aind beg that mercy man deny’d her here. 
Dum. When was this piteous fight ? 
Bel. Thefe laft two days, 
. You know my care was wholly bent on you, 
To find the happy means of your deliverance, 
Which but for Haftings’ death I had not gain’d. 
’ During that time, altho’ I have not feen her, 
‘Yetdivers trufty meflengers I’ve fenr, ; 
‘To wait about, and watch a fit convenience 
To give herfomerelief, but all in vain; - 
A churlith guard attends upon her fteps, 
Who menace thofe with death, that bring her ane 
And drive all fuecour from het. 7 
Dum Let ’em threaten ; a 
Let proud oppreffion prove its fierceft aati: ; 
So Heav’n befriend my foul, as here I vow 
To give her help, and fhare one fortune with her. 
Bel. Mean you to fee her, thos, in your “own form ? 
Dum. Tde.- ~ 
Bel. And have you thought upon the confequence ?. 
Dum, What is there I fhould fear? 
Bel. Have you examin’d 
Toto your inmoft heart, and try’d at leifure 
‘The fev’ral fecret {prings that move the paffions ? ah 
Has mercy fix’d her empire there fo fure, at 
‘That wrath and vengeance never may return ? 
Can yourefume a Thufband’s name, and bid 
‘Fhat wakeful dragon, fierce refentment, fleep * 
« Dum. Why doft thou fearch fo deep, and urge my — 
memory, 4 


‘ To 
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To conjure up my wrongs to life again ? 

* T have long labour’d to forget myfelf, 

* To think on all time backward, like a {pace 
* Idle and void, where nothing e’er had being ; 

* But thou haft peopled it again: Revenge 

* And jealoufy renew their horrid forms, 

* Shoot all their fires, and drive me to diftraction. 

© Bel, Far be the thought from me! My care was only 

¢ To arm you for the meeting: better were it 

'* Never to fee her, than to let thatname _ 

* Recall forgotten rage, and make the hufband 

* Deftroy the gen’rous pity of Dumont,’ 

Dum. O thou haft fet my bufy brain at work, 

And now fhe mutters up a train of images, 
“Which, to preferve my peace, I had catt afide, 

And funk in deep oblivion—Oh, that form! 
‘That angel face on which my dotage hung ! 
‘How I have gaz’d upon her, till my foul 

‘With very eagernefs went torth towards her, 
And iffy’d at my eyes—Was there a gem 

Which the fun ripens in the Indian mine, 

Or the rith bofom of the ocean yields ; 

What was there art could make, or wealth could buy, 
Which I have left unfought to deck her beauty? ~ 
What could her king do more >—And yet fhe fled, 
Bel. Away with that fad fanc 
Dum, Oh, that day ! 
The thought of it muft live for ever with me. 

T met her, Belmour, when the royal fpoiler 

Bore her in triumph from my widow’d home! 
Within his chariot, by his fide fhe fut, 

‘And liften’d to his talk with downward looks, 

*Till fudden as fhe chanc’d afide to glance, 
Her eyes encounter’d mine—Oh ! then, my friend! 
‘Oh! who can paint my grief and her amazement! 
As at the ftroke of death, twice turn’d fhe pale ; 

And twice a burning crimfon bluth’d all o’erber ; 
‘Then, with a fhriek, hcart-wounding, loud fhe cry’d, 
While down her cheeks two guhhing torrents ran. 
Faft falling on her hands, which thus fhe WIUng——- 
‘Mov’d ns grief, the tyrant ravither, 
With courteous action woo’d her oft to turn; 
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- Earnefthe feem’d to plead, but all in-vain ; 

Ev’n to the laft fhe bent her fight towards me, 
And follow’d me——till I had loft myfelf. ~  - 
Bel. Alas, for pity !Oh ! thofe {peaking tears! 

Could they be falfe ? Did the not fuffer with you? - 
For though the king by force poffefs’d her perion, 

Her unconfenting heart dwelt {till with you ; 

If all her former woes were not enough, Ps 
Look-on her now ; behold'her where the wanders, 
Hunted to death, diftrefs’d on every fide, 
With no one hand to help ; and tell me then, 

If ever mifery were known like hers ? iis) 

-_ Dum, And can the bear it? Can that delicate frame 
Endure the beating of a ftorm forude? 

‘Can fhe, for whom the various feafons chang’d 

_'To court her appetite and crown her board, 

For whom the foreign vintages were prefs’d, 
Fotwhom the merchant fpread his filken flores, \ 
Can fhe ; 
Tntreat for bread, and want the needful raiment, 

"Lo wrap her fhiv’ring bofom from the weather ? 
When fhe was mine, no care came ever nigh her ; 

I thought the gentleft breeze that wakes the fpring, 
Too rough to treath upon her ; chearfulnefs: 
Danc’d all the day before her, and at night 

Soft flumbers waited on her downy pillow— 

Now fad and fhelterlefs, perhaps, fhe lies, 
Where piercing winds blow harp, and the chill rain 
Drops from fome pent-houle on her wretched head, - 
Drenches her locks, and kills her with the cold. 

It is too much—— Hence with her paft offences, 
They are atton’d at full Why ftay we, then ? 
Oh! let us hafte, my friend, and find her out. 

Bél. Somewhere about this quarter of the town, 

_ Thear the poor abandon’d creature lingers: f 
Her guard, tho’ fet with ftriéteft watch to keep ®, 

All food and friendthip from her, yet permither 

» 'To wander in the ftreets, there choo? her bed, 

Andreft her head on what cold ftone fhe pleates. 

Dum, Here let us then divide 5 each in his round 

To fearch her forrows out ; whofe hap it is 
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Fivt to behold her, this way let him lead 


‘Her fainting fteps, and meet we here together. — [ Ex. 
Enter Jane Shore, her hair hanging loofe on her fhoulders, 
and bare-footed. 


_ F. Sh. Yet, yet endure, nor murmur, Oh, my foul! 
For are not thy tran{greifions great and numberlefs ? 
‘Do they not cover thee like rifing floods, ‘ 
And prefs thee like a weight of waters down ? 

* Does not the hand of righteoufnefs afflict thee ? 

¢ And who fhall plead: againftit ? Who thall fay” 
* To pow’ almighty, thou haft done enough ; 
* Or bid his dreadful rod of vengeance itay ?” 

Wait then with patience, till the circling hours 
Shall bring the time of thy appointed reit, 
And lay theedown in death. ‘ The hireling thus 
* With labour drudges out the painful day, 
- And oftes looks with long expecting eyes 
To fee the thadows rife, and be difmufs’d.’ 

‘And, hark, methinks the roar that late purfu’d me, 
Sinks, like the murmurs of a falling wind, 

‘And foftens into filence. Doesrevenge 
‘And malice then grow weary, and forfake me? , 

My guard, too, that obferv’d me flill foclofe, - 

‘Tire in the tafk of their inhuman office, 

‘And loiter far behind. Alas! F faint, 

“My fpirits fail at once—This is the door 
‘Ot my Alicia——Blefled opportunity ! 

‘Til fleal alittle fuccour from her goodnets, 

‘Now, whileno eye obferves me. [She huocks at the doore 
1 Enter Servant, 


Ts your lady, : 
My gentle friend, at home! Oh! bring me to hers ~ 


[Going it. 


B Ser. Hold, miftrefs, whither would you ? 


gt Pulling her backs 
Sy 5b. Do you not know me? ; 4 “s 


_ Ser. Lknow you well, and know my orders, too ; 
You muft not enterhere—~ * 
> F. Sh. Tell my Alicia, 

Tis I would fee her. 

' Ser. She is ill at eafe, 

d will admit no vifitor. F 
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F. Sh. But tell her 
Tis I, her friend, the partner of her heart, 
Wait at the door and beg —— : 
Ser. ’Tis all in vain,x— ~ a ; 
Go hence, and howl to thofe that will regard you. . 
[Shuts the door and Exit 
F. Sh. It was not always thus ; the time has been, | 
When this unfriendly door, that bars my paflage, : 
Flew wide, and almoft leap’d from off its hinges, . : 
To give me entrance here ; * when this good houfe 
« Has pour’d forth all its dwellers to receive me;”. 
When my approaches made a little-holiday, - | 
And every face was drefs’d in fmiles to meet me: 
But now ’tis otherwife ; and thofe who bleis’d me, 
Now curfe me to my face. ‘Why fhould I wander, 
Stray further on, for I can die ev’n here | 
[She fits down at the doo 
Enter Alicia in diforder, two Servants following. ~ — 
Ali, What wretch art thou, whofe mifery and bafene’ 
Hang on my door; whofe hateful whine of woe - 
Breaks in upon my forrows, and diftracts 
My jarring fenfes with thy beggar’s cry ? z 
¥. Sh. A very beggar, and a wretch, indeed ; | 
- One driv’n by ftrong calamity to feek 
For fuccour here ; one perithing for want, é 
Whofe hunger has not tafted food thefe three days ; 
And humbly afks, for chavity’s dear fake, - 
A draught of water and a little bread. 
Ali. And doft thou come to me, to me for bread ? 
I know thee nor—-Go—hunt forit abroad, _ ; 
Where wanton hands upon the earth haye featter"d ity 
Or caft it on the waters—Mark the eagle, 3am 
And hungry vulture, where they wind the prey 5 _ | 
Watch where the ravens of the valley feed, 
And feek thy food with them—I know thee not. 
¥, Sb. And yet there wasa time, when my Alicia | 
Has thought unhappy Shore her deareft bleffing; — 
And mourn’d the live-long day the pafs’d without me 5 
* When pair’d like turtles, we were ftill together 5 
* When often as we prattled arm in arm,’ ; ! 
Inclining fondly to me fhe has fworn, : ; 
She lov’d me more than all the world befides, 
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4li, Ha! fay’ thou! Let me look upon thee well— 
'Tis true—I know thee now—A mifchief on thee ! 
Thou art that fatal fair, that curfed fhe, 
That fet my brain a madding. ‘Thou haft robb’d me; 
Thou haft undone me—Murder! Oh, my Hattings ! 
See his pale bloody head fhoots glaring by me! 
+ Give me him back again, thou foft deluder, 
‘ Thou beauteous witch. 
F. Sh. Alas! I never wrong’d you— 
‘Oh! then be good to me; have pity on’ me ; 
+ Thou never knew’ tt the bitternefs of want, 
* And may’ft thou never know it. Oh! beftow 
' Some poor remain, the voiding of thy table, 
| A morfel to fiypport my famifh’d foul. 
4li. Avaunt! and come not near me——— 
F. Sh. To thy hand 
[ trufted all; geve my whole ftore to thee, 
Nor do I afk it back ; allow me but 
The fmalleft pittance, give me but to eat, 
Leit I fall down and perith here before thee. 
Ali, Nay! tell not me! Where is thy king, thy Ed- 
ward, j > ; 
And all the fmiling cringing train of courtiers, 
That bent the knee before. thee ? 
-F. Sh: Oh! for mercy ! Patt ; 
Ali. Mercy ! I know it not—for I am miferable. 
I'll give thee mifery, for here the dwells ; 
Thisis her houfe, where the fun never dawns, 
The bird of night fits {creaming o’er the roof, 
Grim fpeétres {weep along the horrid gloom, 
And nought is heard but wailings and lamentings. 
Hark ! fomething cracks above ! it fhakes, it totters ! 
And fee, the nodding ruin falls to erufh me !- 
‘Tis fall’n, *tis here! I felt it on my brain! 
© 1 Serv. This fight diforders her— 
“ 2 Serv. Retire, dear lady— 
| And leave this woman—’ 
Ali. Let her take my counfel : 
Why fhould’{t thou be a wretch ? Stab, tear thy heart, 
And rid thyfelf of this detefted being, 
I wo’not linger long behind thee here, 
A waving flood of bluith fire fwells o’er me ; 
Ez And 
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And now ’tis out, and I am drown’d in blood. 
Ma! whatart thou! thou horrid headlefs trunk ? 
Ttis my Haftings! fee he wafts me on ! ‘ 
“Away ! I go,.I fy! I follow thee! ; 
‘¢ But come not thou with mifchief-making beauty - 
‘ 'Fo interpofe between us, look not on him, 
* Give thy fond arts and thy delufions o’er, 3 
* For thou fhalt never, never part'us more.’ : 
_ [She runs off, her Servauts following. ~ 
F. Sh, Alas} fhe raves; her brain, I fear, isturn’d. 
’ In mercy look upon her, gracious Heav’n, . 
Nor vifit her for any wrong to me. 
Sure I am near upon my journey’s end ; 
My head turns round, my eyes begin to fail, 
And dancing fhadéws fwim before my fight. _ 
T can no more, {Zics down ;] receive me, thou cold earth, — 
Thou common parent, take me to thy bofom, 4 
And let me reft with thee. 
zy _ § Enter Bélmour. 7 
Bel. Upon the ground)” 7 
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Thy miferies can never lay thee‘lower. ; peg) 
Lookup, thou poor afflicted one! thou mourner, Pe 
‘Whom none has comforted ! Where are thy friends, ; 
‘The dear companions of thy joyful days, 4 
Whofe hearts thy warm profperity made glad, - oe 
Whofe arms were tanght to grow like ivy round thee, 

’ And bind thee to their bofoms ?——Thus with thee, 7 
‘Thus let us live, and let us die, they faid,. d 
© Forfure thou art the fifter of ourloves, o 

* And nothing hall divide us’-—Now where are they?” 
. 8h. Ah, Belmour! where indeed? They ftand a= 
And view my défolation from afar ? ; [loof, 
¢ When they pafs by, they fhake their heads in fcorn, 
* And cry, behold the harlot and her end!’ er 
And yet thy goodnefs turns afide to pity me.» ‘ 
Alas ! there may be danger; get thee gone! ; 


Let me not pull a ruin on thy head. 
Leave me to die alone, for I am fall’n 
Never to rife, and all relief is vain. ; . 
Bel. Yet raife thy drooping head ; for I am come 
To chafe away defpair, Behold! where yonder 
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‘That honeft man, that faithful, brave, Dumont, 
Is hafling to thy aid —— 
ae Sb. Dumont! Ha! where! 

[Raifng her, self and looking abouts 
Then Hae? n has heard my pray’r5 his very name 
‘Renews the fprings of life, and chears my foul, 

Has he then *icap’d the {nare ? 

Bel. He has ; but fee 
He comes unlike to that Dumont you knew, 
_ For now he wears your better angel’s form, 

And comes to vifit you with peace and pardon. 

Enter Shore. 

; ¥. Sh. Speak, tell me! Which is he? And oh! 

| what would 
This dreadful vifion ! See it comes upon me— 

It is my hufband ——Ah ! [She favoons. 
’ S. She faints! fupport her ! t 

€ Suftain her head, while I infufe this cordial 

© Into her dying lips—from fpicy drugs, 

»¢ Rich herbs and flow’rs, the potent juice is drawn ; 

© With wond’rous force it ftrikes the dazy fpivits, 

* Drives theni around, and wakens life anew. 

| Bel. Her weaknefs could not bear the-flrong furprize, 

But fee, the ftirs! And the returning blood 

Faintly begins to bluth again, and kindle 

bd her afhy cheek 
84. So—gently raife her— [Raifng her ips 
| ¥. Sh. Ha! Whatrart Lat ? Belmour ! ; 
- Bel. How fare you, lady : 
F. Sh. My heart is ehaiitd with horror— 
Bel, Be of courage 

By our hufband lives! ’tis he, my worthieft friend— 
» J. Sh. Still are thou.there !—Srill doft thou hover, 

round me ! 
{ Oh, fave me, Belmour, from his angry fhade ! 
Bel. Vis he himfelf !—he lives ! look up— 
F. Sh. I dare not ! 
Oh! that my eyes could fhut him out for ever—- 
Sb. Am I fo hateful, then, fo deadly to thee, ° 
To blaft thy eyes with ‘horror? Since D’m grown 
burthen to the world, myfelf, and thee, | 
Bird B had never furviv'd to fee thee more. 
* by E 3 he Be 
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4, Sh. Oh ! thow moft injur’d—dot thou live, indeed!, 
Fall then, ye mountains, on my guilty head ; 
Hide me,. ye rocks, within your fecret caverns ; 
Caft thy black veil upon my thame, O night! 
And {hield me with thy fable wing for ever. 
$4. Why dof thou turn away Why tremble thus ry 
Why thus ‘indulge thy fears? and in defpair, 
Abandon thy diftracted foul to horror ? 
Catt every bléck and guilty thought behind thee, 
And let ’em never vex thy quiet more, : 
My arms, my heart, are open to receive thee, 
"1. bring thee back to thy forfaken home, 
With ténder j JOY; with fond forgiving love, 
ane all the longings of my firit defires. 
.Sh. No, arm thy brow with vengeance ; and AM 
" fe ininitter of Heaven’s inquizing juitice, _ [pear 
Array thyfelf all terrible for judgment, | 
Wrath m thy eyes, and thunder in thy voice ; 
Pronounce my fentence, and if yet there be 
A woe Ihave not felt, infliG it on me. 
Popo hie meafure of thy forrows is compleat ; - 
* And 1am come to fnatch thee from injuttice, 
«The hand of pow’r no more fhall cruth thy weaknels, 
$ Mos proud oppreffion grind thy humble foul. 
, SA. Art thou not rifen by miracle from death ? 
TS, fhroud is fall’n from off thee, and the grave 
Was bid to give thee up, that thou might come 
The meflenger of grace and goodnefs to me, 
To feal my peace, and blefs mg,’ere I go. 
©h ! let me then fall down beneath thy feet,, 
And weep my gratitude foreverthere? 
Give me your drops, ye fofr defcending rains 
“Give e nie your fireams, ye never cealing {prings, 
That my fad eyes may {ull fupply my duty,. 
And feed an everlafting flood of forrow. 
‘ §h. Wafte not thy feeble {pirits—t have long 
Beheld, unknown, thy mourning and repentance 5. 
Therefore my heart has fet afide the patt, 
And holds thee white, as unoffending innocencé t= ~ 
Therefore in fpite of cruel Glofter’s rage, ; 
Séon as my friend had broke my prifon. doors,, 
Tt flew tothy afliftance,” Let us hafte.. 
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Now while occafion feems to {mile upon us,, 
Forfake this place of fhame, and find a fhelter. 
 . Sh. What fhall I fay to you? But I obey— 
$4, Leanon my arm— 
F. Sb, Alas! Um wond’rous faint ; 
~ But that’s not ftrange, I have not eat thele three days, 
$4. Oh, metcilets ! ¢ Look here, my love, I’ve ship ay 
3 Some rich conferves——>« 
 * §. Sh: How can you be fo good? 
_* But you were ever thus, I well remember 
‘ With what fond care, what diligence of love, 
* You lavith’d out your wealth to buy me pleafures, 
-* Preventing every with. Have you forgot 
_* The coftly ftring of pearl you brought me home, 
_* And ty’d about my neck ?—How could I leave you? 
' * Sb, Tafte fome of this, or this 
© F, Sh. Yowre ftrangely alter’d 
bs: Say, gentle Belmour, i is he not * How pale, - 
* Your vifage is become? Your eyes are hollow; . 
_« Nay, you are wrinkled too——Alas, the day ! 
_* My wretchednefs has coft you many a tear, . 
_ * And many a bitter pang, fince laft we parted. : 
-, * 84, No more of that—Thou talk’it, but doft not 
| eat. : 
« 7, Sh. My feeble jaws forget their common office, ; 
_* My taftelefs tongue cleaves to the clammy roof, 
* And now a gen’ral loathing grows upon me.” 
- ©h! Lam fick at heart !—— 
Sb. Thou murd’rous forrow ! 
_ Wo’t thou ftill drink herblood, purfue her fill! 
Mutt the then die! Oh, my poor penitent ! 
Speak peace to thy fad heart : She-hears me nof. 
Grief mafters ev’ry fenfe—* help me to hold her—* 
Enter Catefby, with a guard, 
. Cat. Seize on. ’em both,. as traitors to the ftate— 
Bel. What means this violence >: 


ral 


' 
a [Gaards lay hold on Shore and hic $9" 
Ma Cat. Have we not found you, 

* In feorn of the protector’s ftri€t command, 

” Affifting this bafe woman, and abetting, 4 
é peter i infamy 2 ; 
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Sh. Infamy on thy head! 
Thou tool of power, thou pander to authority! 
I tell thee, knave, thou know’ft of none fo virtuous, 
And fhe that bore thee was an Atthiop to her. 
Cat. You'll anfwer this at full—Away with ’em. 
Sh. Is charity grown treafon to your court ? 
What honeft man would live bemeath fuch rulers ? 
I am content that we fhould die together 
Cat. Convey the men to prifon ; but for her, 
Leave her to hunt her fortune-as fhe may. ~ 
. $5. Iwill not part with him—for me !—for me - 
Oh! mufthe die forme! — sete Rah ( 
2 [Following Lim as he is carried off —She falls. 
‘$b. Inhuman villains ! [Breaks from the guards. 
Stand off! ‘The agonies of death are on her-—— 
She pulls, the gripes me hard with her cold hand. aa 
¥. Sh. Was this blow wanting to compleat my ruin?” 
Oh ! let him go, ye minifters of terror. — 
He fhall offend no more, for I will die, 
And yield obedience to your cruel matter. Siey = 
Tarry a little, but a little longer, 
And take my laft breath with you. 
_. 84. Oh, my. love ! 
¢ Why have I liv’d to fee this bitter moment, 
¢ This grief by far furpaffing all my former ?” 
Why doft thou fix thy dying eyes upon me, 
With fuch an earneit, fuch a piteous look, 
As if thy heart were full of fome fad meaning 
Thou could’ft not fpeak? “dt Bs 
F. Sh. Forgive me!—— but forgive me! 
oh, Be witnefs forme, ye celeitial hoft, 
Such mercy and fuch pardon as my foul 5 — 
Accords to thee, and begs of Heav’n to fhew thee; 
May fuch befal me at my lateit hour, 
And make my portion bleft or curs’d for ever. 
¥. Sh. Thenall is well, and I fha'l fleep in peace— 
"Fis very dark, and J have lof you now 
‘Was there not fomething I would have bequeath’d you ? 
But I have nothing left me to beftow, | 
Nothing but one fad figh, Oh! mercy, Heav’n! [Diese © 
_ Bel. There fled the ioul, 
Andleft her load of mifery behind, 
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Sb, Oh, my heart’s treafure! Is this pale fad vifage 
“All that remains of thee? ‘ are thefe dead eyes 
« The light that cheer’d my foul ?? Oh, heavy hour ! 
But I will fix my trembling lips to thine, 
*Till I am cold and fenfelefs quite, as thou art. 
‘What, muft we part, then ? will you 
[Yo the guards taking him away. 
[Kifing here’ 


Fare thee well ¥ ‘ 
Now execute your tyrant’s will, and lead me 
To bonds, or death, ’tis equally indifferent. 
Bel, Let thofe, who view this fad example, know, 
‘What fate attends the broken marriage vow ; 
And teach their children, in fucceeding times, 
Nocommon vengeance waits upon the/e crimes, 
When fuch fevere repentance.could not fave 
From want, from fhame, and an untimely grave. _ 
a [Ewecunt omnes. 
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E modeft matrons all, ye virtuous wives, 
Who lead with horrid hufrands, decent lives $ 

You, who, for all you are in fuch a taking, 

Ta fee your [poufes drinking, gaming, raking, 

Yet make a confcience fill of cuckold-making 5 

What can we fay your pardon to obtain ? 

Fhis matier here was prov’d againft poor Fane : 

She never once deny dit; but, in fbort, 

Whimper’d—and cryd—* Sweet Sir, I’m forry fort.’ 

Tevas well be met a kind, good-natur’d foul, 

We are-not all fo-caly to controul: 

* <L fancy one might find in this good town, 

Some wou'd ha’ told the gentleman his own ; 

Have anfwerd fnart— To what do you pretend, 

‘¢ Blockhead ?2—As if Imuft not fee a friend : 

* Zell me of hackney coaches—Fauats to tl? city— 
6 Where foould £buy my china ?—Faith, Pll fit ye— 

Our wife was of a milder, meeker fpirit ; 

You !—lords and mafters !—was not that fome merit ? 
— Don’t you allow it to be virtuous bearing, geet 
When we fubmit thus to your domineering ? 

_ Well, peace be with her, foe did wrong moft furely ; 
But fo do many more who look demurely. . ~ 
Nor fhou'd our mourning madam weep alone, 

There are more ways of wickedne/s than one. 
Ef the reforming Stage Jbould fall to foaming 
Lil-nature, pride, hypocrily, and gaming 
Lhe poets frequently might move compaffion, 
And with fhe-tragedies e'er-run the nation. 
Then judge the fair offender with good-nature, 
And let your fellow-feeling curb your fatire. 
What if our neighbours have fome little failing, 
Muft we needs fall to damning and to railing? - 
For her excufe too, be 1t underftood, 

That if the woman was not quite fo good, 

Her lover was a king, foe ficlh and blood. 
And fince fo’ has dearly paid the finful [core, 

Be hind at laft, and pity poor- Fane Shore. 
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~ JZENCING FAMILIARIZED; or, a New Treas 
rise on the ArT of Sworp PLay: illuftrated by 
elegant engravings, reprefenting all the different atti- 
-tudes, on which the principles and grace of the art de- 
pend; painted from life, and executed in a moft ele- 
gant and mafterly manner. By Mr. Orivisr; edu- 
cated at the Royal Academy at Paris, and profeflor of 
fencing, in St. Dunitan’s-court, Fleet-ftreet. Price 7s. 
bound. — 
«« The author of this work humbly prefumes, that he 
¢ has offered many confiderable improvements in the art 
_ * of fencing, having founded his principles on nature, 
‘e and confuted many falfe notions hitherto adopted by 
_ © the moft eminent mafters ; he has rendered the play 
-** fimple, and made it eafy and plain, even to thofe 
** who-were before unacquainted with the art. After 
‘* bringing his fcholar as far as the aflault, and having 
** demonftrated to him all the thrufts and various pa- 
 rades, he lays down rules for defence in all forts of 
“6 {word play.” 1 : 
The monthly reviewers exprefs themfelves in the fol- 
lowing terms; ‘* For aught we dare fay to the contrary, 
*¢ Mr. Olivier’s book is.a very good book, and may 
“* help to teach, as much as books can teach, the no- 
© ble fcience 6f defence, or, as our author terms it, 
« fword play; and it is made more particularly ufeful 
«* by the various attitudes and pofitions, which feem 
*¢ to be-here accurately and elegantly delineated,” 


; ELL’; COMMON PLACE BOOK, formed gene- 

rally upon the principles recommended by Mr. 
Locke. Price 1). 535° o>, 

' This work is elegantly executed from copper plates 


> 


-on fuperfine writing demy paper, and may be had of all ~ 


the bookfellers in England, by enquiring for Bell’s 
Library Common-Place Book, formed upon Mr. 
' Locke’s principles. _— 

This book is generally bound in vellum, containing 
five quires of the very bett demy paper properly pre- 
pared, for il. ss. Hedy, , e's 

Ditto if bound in parchment, 11, And fo in propor- 
; tion 


Books publifbed by J. Bell. 


tion for any quantity of paper the book may contain, © 

deduéting or adding two fhillings for every quire that 

may be increafed or decreafed, and bound as above. 

“ Mr. Locke’ has confined his elucidation to the ad- 

«* vantages arifing from reading ; in fele@ing remarka- 

~ & ble pailages from books: but this is not the only pur- 
“¢ pofe to which the Common-Place Book may be fuc- « 
*¢ cefsfully applied. It is not folely for the divine, the 
«* lawyer; the poet, philofopher, or hiftorian, that this 
“<* publication is calculated ; by thefe its ufes afe expe- 
«¢ rimentally known and univerfally admitted : it is for — 
“ the ufe and emolument of the man of bufinefs as well — 
*¢ as of letters; for men of fafhion and fortune as well — 
«as of ftudy; for the traveller, the trader, and, in 
«¢ fhort, for all thofe who would form a fy{tem of ufeful 
¢-and agreeable knowledge, in a manner. peculiar to 
<< themfelves, while they are following their accuitomed 
“« purfuit, either of profit or pleafure. 


HE Natural and Chemical ELEMENTS of 
# AGRICULTURE, Tranflated fromthe Latin of | 
Count Guftavus Adolphus Gyllenborg. By Joun - 
“Mitts, Efq; F.R.S. Price 2s. 6d.fewed. | 
‘¢ The original of this treatife has already been tranf-_ 
€< lated into feveral foreign languages; it is here accu- 
‘¢ rately rendered into Englith, and has defervedly met 
«¢ with approbation. It contains an ingenious theo- 
«© retical account of the principles of agriculture de- 
** duced from a rational philofophy ; a fubje@ of en- 
-& guiry which may be confidered as of the fame impor- 
_ “* tance to an accomplifhed farmer, as the knowledge” 
- € of the animal ceconomy is to a fkilful phyfician. For 
“ though it is chiefly by practical obfervations that both — 
** are to cultivate their art, yet a competent acquain-_ 
“* tance with the abftract elements of {cience may prove — 
** the means of fuggefting ufeful expedients, and often 
' * facilitate the road to practice.” : 
buh Monruty Reyizw. 
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“ To the Ricgur HonovRaBLe 


EARL COWPER. 


My Lorn, 4 s 
M Y obligations to your-Lordhhip. are fo.great 
¥ and fingular, fo much exceeding all acknow- 
 ledgment, and yet fo highly demanding-all that Ican 
_ ever make, that nothing has been a ‘greater uneafi- 
_ nefs to me than to think that I have not publicly 
owned them fooner. The. honour of having been 
admitted to your Lordfhip’s acquaintance and conver- 
fation, and the pleafure I have fometimes had of 
fharing in your private hours and retirement from the 
town, were a happinefs fufficient of itfelf to require 
from me the utmoft returns of gratitude. But your 
Lordfhip was foon pleas’d to, add to this, your gene- 
rous care of providing for one who had given you no 
- {folicitation ; and before I could afk, or even expect 
_ dt, to honour me with an employment, which, though 
valued on other accounts, became moft fo to me, by 
the fingle circumftance of its placing me near your 
‘Lordfhip. But I am not to bound my acknowledg- 
ments here: when your Lordfhip withdrew from pub- 
lic bufinefs,.your care of me did not ceafe, till you 
had recommended me to your fucceffor, the prefent~ 
- Lord Chancellor. So that my having fince had the 
| felicity to be continued in the fame. employment, un- 
A 2 der 
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fe) 


der a patron to whom I have many obligations, and 
whe has particularly fhewn a pleafure in encouraging 
the lovers of learning and arts, is an additional ob- 
ligation, for which I am originally indebted to your 
Lordfhip. : 
And yet I, have faid nothing as I ought of your. 
Lordthip’s favours, unlefs I could defcribe a thoufand 
agrevable circumftances which attend and heighten © 
them. To give, is an act of power common to the 
great; but to double any gift by the manner of be- 
flowing it, is an art known only to the moft elegant 
minds, and a pleafure tafted by none but perfons of - 
the moft refined humanity. 
As for the tragedy I now humbly dedicate to your 
Lordfhip, part of it was written in the neighbour- 
hood of your Lordfhip’s pleafant feat in the countrys 
where it had the good fortune to grow up under your 
éarly approbation and encouragement; andl Shade 
myfelf it will:neW be received by your Lordfhip with 
that indulgence; the exercife of is natural to you, and 
is not the leaftof thofe diftinguifhing virtues bywhich 
yon have gained an unfought popularity, and without 
_ either ftudy or defign have made yourfelf one of the 
moft beloved perfons of the age in which yow live. 
Here, my, Lord, I have'a large fubjeét before me, iff 
were capable of purfuing it, andifI were not acquaint~ 
éd with your Lordthip’s particular delicacy, by which 

‘you are not more careful to deferve the greateft prai- 
fes, than you are nice in receiving even the leaft. I _ 
fhall therefore only prefame to add, that Lam, with 
the greateft zeal, 


My Lord, — 

Your Lordthip’s molt obliged, 
Mott dutiful, and 

4 Devoted humble Servant, 


Feb, 6, 1719-205 ia 
aioli JOHN HUGHES. 


af Me 
INTRODUCTION. 


HE time of the following action is about two 
_ yearsafter Mahomet’sdeath, under thenext fuc- 


/ ceeding caliph, Abubeker. The Saracen caliphs were 


- fupreme both infpiritual andtemporalaffairs ; and Aba- 
~ beker, following the fteps of Mahomet, had made acon 


_ fiderable progrefs in propagating his new fuperftitions 


by thefword. He had fent anumerousarmy into Syria, 
under the command of Caled, a bold and bloody Ara- 


, bian, who had conquered feveral towns. ‘The fpirit 
_ of enthufiafm, newly poured forth amongthem, acted 


a = 
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in its utmoft vigour; and the perfuafton, that they 
who turned theirbacks in fight were accurfed of God, 
and that they who fell in ‘battle paffed immediately ins 
to Paradife, made them an oyermatch for all the for- 
ces, which the Grecian emperor Heraclitis could fend 
againft them. It was'a very important time, and the 
eyes of the whole’ wotld were fixed ‘with terror of 


+ thefe fuccefsful favages, who\committed all their bar+ 


parities under the nainé of religion; and foon after, 
by extending their conquefts over the Grecian em= 


| pire, and thro’ Perfia and Fegypt, laid the foundation 
of that mighty empire of the Saracens, which lafted 
’ for feveral centuries; to'which’thé Turks ‘of latter 
| years fucceeded, Lrahatial eats valet 


. 3 WY oO OY 
The Saracens were how fet down before Damafcus, 


the capital city of Syria, when the action of this tra- 


gedy begins, This was about the yezr of our Lord 


| 634. All who have written of thofe times reprefent the 


ftate of chriftianity in great confufion, very much cor= ~ 
rupted, and divided with controverfies and difputes, 
which, together with an univerfal depravity of man- 


| ners, and the decay of good policy and ancient difci- 


pline in the empire, gavea mighty advantage to Ma. 


_ hometand his followers, andprepared the way for their 


‘amazing fuccefz, 


\ 
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t é 1. 
Pp R O Lo oii Ee 


FT has the mufe bere try.d ber magic arts, 

To raife your fancies, and engage your hearts 
When o'er this little [pot jhe Joakes ber wand, 
Torus, cities, vations, rife at her command « 

And armies march obedient to her call, 
New fates are form’ d, and ancient empires fall. 
To vary your inftruttion.and delight, 

Paff ages roll renew’ d before, your fizbte 
His awwfulform the Greek and Roman«wears, 
Wak'd from bis flumber of two thoufand years: 
And man swwbole race, reftor'd to joy and pain, . 
Ad all their little greainefs o'er agains 

- No common woes to-night awe fet £0 VIEW 5 
| Lmportant inthe time, the fiory news 

Our opening feenes foall to your fight difclofe 

How fpirisual dragooning. ff arofe; ; 
Claims drasun from Heav’n by a barbarian Lord, 
And faith firft propagated by the fword. ; 
In rocky Araby this poft began, 

And fuviftly o'er the neighbouring country ran : 

By fattion weaken'd, and difunion broke, 

Degenerate provinces admit the yoke, 

Nor fropp'd their progrefi, till refiftlefs grown. 

Ti’ enthupafts made all Afia’s world their owns 

Britains, be wari d let een your pleasures here | 

Convey forme moral to th’ attentive eare Aitfes 
Beware left blefings long poffeft difpleafe 5 

Nor grow fupine aquith Liberty aud eafe- 

Your country sglory be your conftant aim, 

Her fafety all is yours 5. think yours ber fame. 
Unive at bome—forego inteftine jars 5 

Then feorn the rumours of religious Wars 5 
Speak loud in thunder from your guarded foores 
And tell the Continent, the fea is yourse 


ei Speak 
Puy y 


| G71 

_ Speak on,—and fay, by war, you'll peace maintain, 
Tillbrighteft years, referv’d for George's reign, 
Advance, and fhinein their appointed round ; 

Arts thenfhall fourifo, plenteous joys abound, © 

| And, chear'd by him, each loyal mufe fhall fing, 

Tbe happicft ifland, and the greatef King. 
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DRAMATIS PERSONS. 


CHRISTIANS. 


Eumenes, governor of Damafcus -- - Mr. Hurf 


Herbis, his friend, one of the chiefs of the 
DP iaghs Pek Saker ik yt abe gee Mr. Wright. 


Phocyas, a xoble and valiant Syrian, 
privately in love avith Eudocia - - - Mr. Barry. 


Artamon, az officer of the guards ‘. = - Mr. J. Aickin. 


Sergius, an exprofs from the emperor He- ; 
VAGURG bis tM HE P= i= = a= Mr. Ackman. 


Eudocia, daughter to Eumenes - - - - Mrs. Barry. 


Officers, foldiers, citizens and attendants. 


SARACENS 


Caled, general of the Saracen army = - Mr. Aickin. 


Abudah, the next in command under : 
Clea (ts (ens eo ae Mr, Parker. 


Daran, @ wild Arabian, profefing Ma- ; 
hometanifin for the fake of the fpoil ~ Mr. Brantby. 


Serjabil, 
Raphan, &c. 


Officers, foldiers, and attendants. 


\ Saracen captains. 


3CENE, the city of Damafeus, in Syria, andthe Sa- 
_gacencamp before it. And in the laft act, a val- 
ley adjacent. . RS; 


= 


I 
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THE 


SIEGE of DAMASCUS. 


7 Nake peas i if 
SCENE, ‘the-Ciy, 
Enter Eumenes, followed by a crowd of people, 


EuMENEs. Pa 
ene hear no more. Begone! 
Or ftop your clamorous mouths, that itil are open 
To bawl fedition, and confume our corn. 


If you will follow me, fend home your women, 


‘And follow to the walls; there earn your fafety, 

As brave men fhou’d—Pity your wives and children! 

Yes, Ido pity them, Heav’n knows I do, 

E’en more than you; nor will I yield’em up, 
Tho’ at your own requeft, a prey to ruffians— 

Herbis, what news? 
Exter Herbis. 

Herb. News !|—We’re betray’d, deferted ; 

‘The works are but half mann’d; the Saracens 


Perceive it, and pour on fuch crouds, they blunt 


ur weapons, and have drain’d our ftores of death. 


What will you next ? 


_ Eum. I’ve fent a frefh recruit ; 
The valiant Phocyas leads ’em on—whofe deeds, 
In early youth affert-his noble race 5 
_A more than common ardor feems to warm 
‘His breaft, as if he ee and courted-danger. 
I 


_ Herb. 1 fear ’twill be too late. 
2 Eum. 
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Eum. {Afide.| V fear it, too : 
And tho’ I brav’d it to the trembling croud, 
l’ve caught th’ infection, and I dread th’ events 
Wou’d I had treated—but ’tis nowtoolate— . 
Come, Herbis. “i RR (Exeunt. 


[A noife is heard without, of Officers giving orders. 
- aft Ofi. Help oe ! more help! all to the eaftern 


gate | 
2d Off. Look where they cling aloft, like clufterd 
Here, archers, ply your bows. [bees ! 


1ft Off. Down with the ladders. 
What, will you letthem mount ?. 
2d.0ff. Aloft there! give the fignal, you ye wait 
In St. Mark’s tower. 
if Off. Is the town afleep ? 2 
’ Ring out th’ alarum bell ! ers wih 


[Bell rings, and the citizens run to scene fro in confu- 
fion. A great foout, Enter Herbis. 


- Herb. So—the sei turns 5) isnt Son has driven i it 
back.» 7 
The gate once more is! ours. 


Bite sEuraeiioss Phocyas, Artamon, SS cali 


Eum. Brave Phocyas, tnanks!. mine and the peas 
pie s thanks ! [People Shout, and’ cy, APho- 
‘ seyas ! ie. 
Yet, that we may not lofe this breathing fpace, 
Hang out the flag of truce. You, Artamon, 
Hafte with a trumpet to th’ Arabian chiefs, — 
And let them know, that, hoftages exchang’d, 
I'd a, them now upon ‘the ealtern plain. 
[Zeit Artamons 


2 


Pi, What means, Eurienes? ? 
Eum, Phocyas, I wou'd try 
By friendly treaty, if on terms of peace 
' They'll yet withdraw their powers.) 
Pho, On terms of peace ! 
What peace can Late ex pe are aeery of robbers e 
¢ rs tn 
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What terms from flaves, but flav’ry 3—You know 
Thefe wretches fight not at the call of honour ; 
For injur’d rights, or birth, or jealous greatnefs, 
That fets the princes of the world in arms. 
Bafé-born, and ftarv’d amidft their ftony dtferts, _ 
Long have they view’d from far, with wifhing eyes, 
Our fruitful vales, our fig-trees, olives, vines, 
Our cedars, palms,-and all the yerdant wealth 
That crowns fair Lebanon’s afpiring brows. 
Here have the locufts pitch’d, nor will they leave 
Thefe tafted {weets, thefe blooming fields of plenty, 
For barren fands, and native poverty, 
Till driv’n away by force. 
Eum. Whatcanwedo? — 
Our people in defpair, our foldiers harrafs’d 
‘With daily toil, and conftant nightly watch 3) 5 
Our hope of fuccours from theemperor 
‘Uncertain ; Eutyches not yet return’d, 
That went to afk them; one brave army beaten; 
‘Th’ Arabians numerous, cruel, fluth’d with conquett. 
Herb. Befides, you know what frenzy. fires. their 
‘e - minds id ba H 
Of their new faith, and drives|them on to-danger.. 
_ Eum,, True 5;—they pretend the gates of Paradife 
Stand ever open’ to receive the fouls: - Revved 
Of all that dic.in fighting for their caufe. « - 
Pho. Then wou'd I fend,their fouls to Paradife, 
And give their bodies to our Syrian eagles. 
_ Our ebb of fortune is not yet fo low 
_To leave us defperate. Aids may foon arrive ; 
Mean time, in fpite of their late bold attack, . 
‘The city ftillis ours; their force repell’d, 
: And therefore weaker’; proud of this fuccefs, 
_ Our foldiers too have gain’d redoubled courage, . 
Andlong to meet them on the.open plain... 
_ What hinders, then, but we repay this outrage, 
4 aly on theircamp?) 46) 
Lum. No—let us firft 
Believe th’ occafion fair, by this advantage, 
To purchafe their retreat on eafy terms: » 
Brera t) , 1 


} 


a‘ That 


‘ 
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That failing, we the better ftand acquitted ~~ 

‘To our own citizens. Howe’er, brave Phocyas, 

Cherifh this ardor inthe foldiery, —. 

‘And in our abfence form what force thou eanft. 

Then; if thefe hungry blood-hounds of the war 

Sheu’d ftill be deaf to peace, at our return 

Our widen’d gates fhall poura fudden flocd 

Of vengeance on'them, and chaftife their fcorn. 
“[Bxeunt. 


SCENE changes to a plain before the city. 
A profpetl of tents at a diftances 


Caled, Abudah, Daran. suf 


Dar. Fotreat, my chiefs >What! are we mer 
chants, then, “ 
“That only come to trafic with thefe Syriaris, 
And: poorly cheapen conqueft on conditions? 
No; we were fent to fight the caliph’s battles, 
Till ev'ry iron neck bend to obedience. » 
- Another ftorm makes this proud city ours ; 
What need to treat ?—I am for war and plunder, 
Cal. Why, fo amjl—and, but to fave the lives 
Of muffulmans, not chriftians, I-wou’d not treat, — 
I hate thefe chriftian dogs ; and ’tis our tafk, D 
As thow obferv’t, to fight ;\ our law énjoins it: 
Heav’n too, is promis’ only tothe valiant. a 
Of’ has our prophet faid, the happy‘plains —~ iy: 
Above; lie ftretch’d beneath the blaze of {words. 
Abu. Yet, Daran’s loth to truft that Heav’n for 


‘ 


pay 5 ; 2 2h 
‘This earth, it feems, has gifts that pleafe himimore, 
Cal. Check not his zeal, Abudah,e Te 


Abu. Nos I praife its. 78 Sea 
Yet, Lcow’d with that zeal had better motives. 
Has victory no fruits but blood and plunder ? 4M 
That we were fent to fight, ’tis true ; but wherefore f 


For conqueft, not deftruction. That obtain’d, 

The more we fpare, the caliph has more fubjects, = 

And Heav’n is better ferv’d.—But fee, they Ma 
nber 


\ 
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. Enter Eumenes, Herbis, Artamon. 

Cal. Well, chriftians, we are met—and war a while; 

At your requeft, has ftill’d its angry voice, . 
To hear what you'll propofe, 
Exum. We-come to know, 
After fo many troops you’ve loft in vain, 
If you’ll draw offin peace, and fave'the reft. ao: 
Herb, Or rather to know firlt—for yet we know 
not— cE 
‘Why:on your heads, you call our pointed arrows, - 
Tn our own juft defence ? What means this vifit? 
And why we fee fo many thoufand tents 
‘Rife in the air, and whiten all our fields ? 
Cal. Is that a queftion now?—you had our fum- 
mons, 
‘When firft we march’d againft you, to furrender. 
Two moons have wafted fince, and now the third 
Is inits wane. ’Tis true, drawnoff a while, 
At Aiznadin:we met and ‘fought the powers 
Sent by your emperor to raife our fiege. 
Vainly you thought us gone; we gain’da conqueft, 
You fee we are return’d ; ourhearts, our caufe, 
Our fwords the fame. 
Herb, But why thofe {words were drawn, 
And what's the caufe, inform us. 

Eum, Speak your wrongs, 

‘If wrongs you have received, and by what means 
They may be now repair’d. © 
Abu. Then, chriftians, hear ! 

And Heav’n infpire you to embrace its truth ! 

Not wrongs t’avenge, but to eftablifh right 

Our fwords were drawn; For fuch is Heav’n’s com-_ 
Immutable. By us great Mahomet, _ [mand 
‘And his fucceffor, holy Abubeker, 

Invite you to the faith. 

Art. [ Afide.| So—then, it feems 
‘There’s no harm meant ; we’re only to be beaten 
Intoa new religion—If that’s all, 
‘I find I am already half a convert. this, 
_ Eum. Now, in the name of Heaven, what faith is 
“That italks gigantic forth thus arm’d with terrors, 

& Vor. I. B 
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As if it meant to ruin, not to fave? 
That leads embattled legions to the field, 
And marks its progrefs out with blood and flaughter ? 
_ Herb. Bold, frontlefs men ! that impudently dare 
To blend religion with the worft of crimes ! . 
And facrilegioufly ufurp that name, 
"To cover frauds and juitify oppreflion! 91 f 
Eum. Whereiare your pri¢its?,, What doctors of 
ey your law s- 
Have you e’er fent, t'inftruét us in its precepts ? 
To folye our doubts, and fatisfy our reafon, 
And kindly lead us thro’ the wilds of error 
To thefe new tracks of truth ?—This wou’d be friend- 
_ And well might claim.our thanks. [thip, 
_. Cal. Friendfhip like this _ 
With fcorm had been received; your numerous vices, 
Your clathing fects, your mutual rage and firife, 
Have driv’n religion, and her angel-guards, 
Like out-cafts, froma among you. In her ftead, 
Ufurping fuperftitionbears the fway, a 
And reigns in mimic ftate, ’midit idol thews, ~7 
And pageantry of pow’r. Who does not mark 
_ Your lives? Rebellious to your own great prophet) 
* Who mildly taught you—therefore Mahomet 
Has brought the {word to. govern you by force, 
Nor will accept obedience fo precarious. 
Eum. © folenin truths! tho’ from an impious 
Fi, naus fn: TOMEMONY b1 72k OF “ty! Sit , [Afde. 
That we’re unworthy of our holy faithy » 9 
To Heav’n, with grief and confcious fhame, We OWRe 
But what are you, that thus arraign our vices, 
And confecrate your own? ; Vile hypocrites ! 
Are you not fons, of rapine, foes to peace,» 
Bafe robbers, murderers—_ 
Cai. Chriftian, no— va Peay bee re 
Eum. Then fay, se pt 
Why have you ravag’d all our peaceful borders? 
Plunder’d our towns? and by what claim een now, | 
You tread this ground?) . i b: 
‘Herb, What claim, but that of hunger? 
Ais, i 
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Theclaim of ravenous wolves, that leave their dens 
To prowl at midnight roundfome fleeping village, 
Ox watch the fhepherd’s folded flock for prey ? 

Cal, Blafphemers, know, your fields and towns are 

“ “Ours ; 

Our prophet has beftow’d ’em on the faithful, 
And Heav’n itfelf has ratify’d the grant. 

Eum. Oh! now indeed you boait- a noble title ! 
What cou’d your prophet grant? A hireling flave ! 
Note’en the mules and camels which he drove 
Were'his to give ; and yet the bold impoftor 
Has canton’d out the kingdoms of the earth, 

In frantic fits of vilionary power, ; 
To footh his pride, and bribe his fellow-madmen ! 

Cal. Was it for this you fent to afk a parley, 
'T’affront our faith, and to traduce our prophet ? 
Well might we anfwer you with quick revenge * 

For fuch indignities. —Yet hear, once more, 

Hear this our laft demand ; and this accepted, 

We yet withdraw our war. Be chriftrans ftill, 

But fwear to live with us in firm alliance, 

To yield us aids, and pay us annual tribute, La 

Eum. No;—Should we grant youaid, we muft be 

4s) rebels ; a ; 
And tribute is ‘the flavifh badge of conqueft. ° 
Yet fince, on juft and honourable terms, . 
We afk but for our own—Ten filken vefts,- ~~ 
_ Weighty with pearl and gems, we'll fend-your caliph ; 
Two, Caled, fhall be thine; two thine, Abudah. 
_ To each inferior captain we decree 
_ A turbant {pun from our Damafcus’ flax, 
White as the fnows of Heav’n ; ‘to every foldier 
A fcimitat.' This, and of folid gold" 
Ten ingots; be the price to buy your abfence. 
- Cal, This, and much more, e’en all your fhining 
wealth, ra’ 
_ Will foon be ours; look round your Syrian frontiers ! 
See, in how many towns our hoitted flags - 
_ Are waving in the wind ; Sachna, and Hawran, 
rl Proud Tadmor, Aracah, and ftubborn Bofra —- - 
g J B 2 : Have 


' 
u 


4 


16 The SIEGE of DAMASCUS. 


Have bow’d beneath the yoke ;—bebold our march 
O’er half your land, like flame thro’ flelds of harvetft. 
And lat view Aiznadin, that vale of blood! — 
There feek the fouls of forty thoufand Greeks 
That, freh from life, yet hover o’er their bodies. 
Then think, and thentefolve: 
Herb. Prefumptous men ! 
What tho’? you yet can boatt fuccefsful guilt, 
Ts conqueft only yours? Or dare you hope 
That you fhall itil pour on the fwelling tide, 
Like fome proud river that has left its banks, 
Nor ever know repulfe? 
_ Eum. Have you forgot! - 
Not twice feven yearsare paft fince e’en your prophet, 
Bold as he was, and beafting aid divine, 
Was by the tribe of Corefh fore’d to fy, 
Poorly.to fly, te fave his wretched life, 
From Mecca. to. Medina? 
~ Abu. No 3—forgot! ns, ag 
We well remember how Medina tkreen’d - 
"That holy head, prefery’d for better days, 
And ripening years.of glory! ues = 
. Dar. Why, my. chiefs, te 
Will you wate time, in offering terms defpis’d 
To thefe idolaters ?--Words are but air, ¢ 
Blows wou’d pleadbetter.. aah 
Cal. Daran, thou fay; true. 
Chriftians, here end our truce. . Behold once: more 
- "The fword of Heav’n is drawn! nor fhall be sheath’d 
But in the bowels of Damafcus. ‘ 
Eum. Vhat, ; rf 
Or {peedy-vengeanee, and deftruction due 
To the proud menacers, as Heav’n. fees fit! : 
vee vie eh 44 [Eaxeunt feverally. 
SCENE changes to a Garden. 


Eudocia. All’s hufh’d . around!—-No more the 
. fhout of foldiers ; 
And clath of arms tumultuous fill the air. 
; eP 4 Methinks 
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Methinks this interval of terror feems. q 
Like that, when the:loud thunder juft has fol’ a 
O’er our affrighted heads, and inthe sree 
A momentary filence but prepares ;! «> 
A fecond and a louder clap to follow. © 


Enter Phocyas. 


‘O no—my hero.comes, with better omens, 
And every gloomy thought is now no more, 
~Pho.Whereis the treafureiofimy foul 2-Eudocia, 
Behold me here impatient, like the mifer ; 
That often fteals in fecret to his gold, . ; 
And counts with trembling joy, and jealous fai nents 
The fhining heaps which he {till fearsto lofe. » +) 
Eud. Welcome, thou brave, thou beft deferving lo- 
How do I doubly fhare the common fafety, ver! 
Since ’tis a debt to thee !—but tell.me, Phocyas,. 
Doft thou bring peace >—Thoudoft, and Lam wag Se 
Pho. Not yet, Eudocia, tis decreed by Heav’, a 
I muft do more to merit thy efteem. 
Peace, like a frighted dove, has wing’d her flight . C 
To diftant hills, beyond thefe hoftile tents ; 
And thro” ’em we muft thither force our way, 
If we would call the lovely wanderer back the 
To her forfaken home. yg ee 
Exd, Falfe flattering hope! Hct 
| Vanith’d fo foon !—alas, my. faithful fears 
Return, and tell me, we muft fill be wretched ! 
Pho. Not fo, my fair ; if thou but gently spoilt, 
Infpiring valour, and prefaging conquett, 
Thete barbarous foes to peace and love fhall foon 
Be chas’d, like fiends before the penne hghts 
Andallbegalmagain, 
| Eud. I § ‘ag ended ? > 
Mutt war, alas! renew its bloody rage? sve eB 
And Phocyas ever be expos’d.to danger 2. 
. Pho. Think for whofe fake danger itfelf has charms. 
_ Difmifs thy fears ; the lucky hour comes.on, 
Full fraught with joys, when my big foul no more 
- Shalllabour with this sess of my paffion, 
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To hide it from: thy jealous father’s eyes. 
Juft now, by fignals from the plain, I’ve learn’d 
“That the proud foe refufe us terms of honous 5» 
A fally‘is refolv’d ; theccitizens 
And foldiers, kindled into fudden fury, 
Prefs all in crowds, and beg I’ll lead ’em on. 
Oh, my Eudocia! if [now fueceed— 
Did I fay if—I muft, I will; the caufe 
Is love, ’tis liberty; it is Eudocia !— dey vO 
What then thall hinder, fince our mutual faith 
Is pledg’d and thou confenting to my blifs, 
But I may boldly afk thee of Eumenes, 
Wor fear arival’s more prevaling claim ? 
End. May bleffings. ftill attend thy arms !—Me- 
thinks. ee 
[ve caught the flame of thy heroic ardor! 
And now: fee thee crown’d with palm and olive ; 
‘The foldiers bring thee back with fongs of triumph 
And loud applauding fhouts; thy refcu’d country 
Refounds thy praife ; our emperor Heraclius 
Decrees thee honours for a city fav’d, 
And pillars rifé of monumental brafs, 
Inferib’d—To Phocias the deliverer. 
Pho. The honours and rewards which thou haft 
nam’d ; ‘ é 
Are bribes too little for my vaft ambition. 
My foulis full of thee |—Thou art my all 
Of fame; of triumph, and of future fortune. 
Twas love of thee firftfent me forth m arms, 
My fervice is allthine, to thee devoted, 
‘And thou alone canft make e’en conqueft pleafing. 
Eud: ©, donot wrong thy merit, nor reftrain it 
To narrow bounds; but know, I’ beft am pleas’d 
"To thare thee with thy country. Oh, my Phocyas! 
With confcious bluthes oft I’ve-heard thy vows, 
And ftrove to hide, yet more reveal’d my heart 5 
But “tis thy virtue juftifies my choice, 
‘And what at firft was weaknefs, now is glory. 
Pho; Forgive me, thou fair pattern of all goodnefs ! 
Uf in the tranfport of unbounded paflion, © : fel 
i 
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I ftill am left to ev’ry thought, but thee. 
Yet fure to love thee thus is ev’ry virtue ; 
Nor need I more perfection— Hark ! I’m call’d. 
Aa umpet founds. 
Eud. Then go—and Heav’n with all its angels 
guard thee. 
Pho, Farewel !—for thee once more I draw the 
. fword. 
Now to the field to gain the lorious prize; 
*Tis victory—the word ; Eudoci ocia’s eyes! . [Exeunt. 


ENp of the cp eee Acr. 


Bic’ rer, 
_ SCENE, the Gevernor’s Palaces ; ” 
Eumenes, Herbis, 


HeErgis. 


TILL I muft fay, ’twas wrong, ’twas wrong, Ew 
menes, 
And mark th’ event ! 
Eum. What could I lefs? You faw 
*Twas vain toppofe it, whilft. his eager valour, 
Impatient of reftraint— 
rb. His eager valour ! 


b His rafhnefs, his hot youth, his valour’s fever ! 
~ Mutt we, whofe bufinefs is to keep our walls, 


- Mutt we at once lavith away our blood, 


And manage warily our little ftrength, ‘ 
Becaufe his pulfe beats high, and his mad coura ge. 
_ ~Wants to be breath’d in fome new enterprize ?— 

~ You fhou’d not have confented. 


> Eum. You forgot. 


_ *Twas not my voice alone ; you faw the people 


ay 


a i 
a 
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(And fure fuch fudden ‘inftinéts are from Heav’n!) 
Rofe all at once to follow him, asif 
One foul infpit’d ’em, and that foul were Phocyas- 

Herb. T had indeed forgot ; and afk your pardon. 

J took you for Eumenes, and E thought 
"That in Damafcus you had chief command. ~ 
2. Bam Whatdofl tho mean Po fee 

Herb. Nay, who’s forgetful now ? 

’ You fay, ‘the people —Yes, that very’ people, 
“That coward tribe that prefs’d you to furrender ! 
Well may they fpurn atloft authority ; 

Whom they like better, better they'll obey. 

Eum. O I cou’d curfe the giddy changeful flaves, 
But that the thought of this hour’s great event ° 
Pofefies all my foul.—If we are beaten !— 

Herb. The poifon works; ’tis well—Tll give him 

HOLE cas eaniy [Afdes 
True, if we’re beaten, who thal anfwer that? 

Shall you, or 1?—Are you the governor 7— 

Or fay we conquer, whofe is then the praife ? } 

Eum. 1 know thy. friendly fears 3 that thou and E> 
Mutt ftoop beneath a beardlefs rifing hero; 
And in Heraclius’ court it fhall be faid, 
Damafcus, nay perhaps the empire too, 
Ow’d its deliverance to a boy.— Why be it, 
So that he now return with victory ; 
*Tis honour greatly won, and let him wear ite! 
Yet I cov’d wifh I needed lefs his fervice. 
Were Eutychesreturn’d— 
Herb. {| Afde.| ‘That, thar’s my torture. 

I {ent my fon to th’ emperor’s court, in hopes 
Fis merit at this time might raife his fortunes 5 

But Phocyas—curfe upon his forward virtues !— 

Is reaping all this fieldof fame alone, 

Or leavgs him fearce the gleanings of a harvett. hn 

Eum. See, Artamon with hafty ftrides returning. 


He comes aloned—O friend, thy fears were juit. | 


Whatare we now, and what is loft Damafeus ? 
: Enter Axtamon. © 


At. Joy to Eumenes ! oe. 
Ents 
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Eum. Joy ? ——is’t polfible 
Doft thou bring news of victory ? 
Aree hetan, #14}? . 
Is fet in blood, and from the weftern fkies 
Has feen three thoufand flaughter’d Arabs fall. 
Herb. Is Phocyas fafe? 
Art, He is, and crown’d with triumph. 
Herb. [Afide.) My fears indeed were jutt. 
‘ [ Shout, A Phocyas, a Phocyas! 
Eum. What noife is that? 
Herb. The people worfhiping their new divinity, 
Shortly theyll build:him temples. 
Zum, Tell us, foldier, ' 
Since thou hatt thar’d the glory of this action, 
Tell us how it began. Wart 
Art. At firft the foe 


* Seem’d much furpriz’d ; biit.taking foon the alarm. 


Gather’d fome hafly troops, and march’d to meet.us, 
The captain of thefe bands look’d wild.and fierce, 
His head unarm’d, as if infcorn of danger; 

And naked'to the waift; as he drew near 

He rais’d-his arm and:thook a-pond’rous lance ; 


When all at once, as at a fignal giv’n, | 
. We heard the Tecbir, fo thefe Arabs call © 


Their fhouts of onfet, when with loud appeal. 
They challenge Heav’n, as if demanding conqueft. 
The battle join’d, and thro’ the barbarous hott 


- Fight, fight, and Paradife, was all. the cry. 
_ At laft our leaders. met ;_ and gallant Phocyas-- 


t 


4 


But what are words to tellthe mighty wonders — 
We faw him then perform ?—Their chief-unhors’d, 


__ The Saracens foon broke their ranks and fled; 


“And had not a. thick evening fog arofe 
(Which fure the devil rais’d up to fave his friends!) 
The flaughter had been double——But, behold! 
‘The hero comes. i 
4 Enter Phocyas, Eumenes meeting hime 
Eum. Joy to brave Phocyas ! ; 
_Eumenes gives him back the joy he fent. 
The welcome news has reach’d this place before teres 
mast ow 


i = 
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How fhall thy country pay the debt the ows thee ? 
Pho, By taking this as earneft of adebt ~~ 

Which I owe her, and fain wou’d better pay. 
Her. In {pité of envy, I muft praife him too. [Ade 

Phocyas, thou haft done bravely, and ’tis fit 

Succefsful virtue take a time tovreft. 

Fortune is fickle, and may change ; befides, 

What fhall we gain, if from a mighty ocean 

By fluices we’ draw off foie little ftreams ? 

If thoufands fall, ten thoufands more remain. 

Nor ought we hazard worth fo great as thine. ° 

Againft fuch odds. Suffice what’s done already : 

And let us now, in hope of betterdays, 

Keep wary watch, and wait th’ expected fuccours. 
Pho. What !—to be coop’d whole months within 

vit ea Sur traits F , ore thax 

Toruft at home, and ficken with inaction ? 

The courage of our men will droop and die, 

If not kept up bydaily exercife. © 

Again the beaten foe may force our gates; = 

And vidtory, if flighted thus, take wing, 

And fly where fhe may find a better welcome. | i 
Art. [Afide.| It mutt be fo—he hates him ! on my 


9 


; ei LGhy 
This Herbisis a foul old envious knave. 
Methinks Eumenes too might better thank him.. 
Eum. {to Herbis, afide.] Urge him no more ;— 
T’ll think of thy late warning; © 4 
And thou halt fee I'll yet be governor. 
; A letter brought in. 
Pho. (looking on it.| ’Tis to Eumenes, — 
Eum. Ha! trom Eutyches. 
[Reads.] The emperor, awaken’d with the danger 
That threatens his dominions, and the lofs 
At Aiznadin, has drain’d his garrifons — 
To raife afecond army. Infewhours __ 
We will begin our march. Sergius brings this, 
And will inform you surther.— ee 
Her. [Afide.] Heav’n, I thank thee ! 
’*T was e’en beyond my hopes. 


Eum, 


o 


> Lefg than a vifion; a mer ¢found,, an.echo, 
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Eum. But where is Sergius ? 
Mef. The letter, faften’d to an arrow’s ote 
Was fhot into to the town. 
Eum. I fear he’s taken 
O Pocyas, Herbis, Artamon ! my friends. 
You all are fharers i in this news: the ftorm 
Is blowing o’er, that hung like night upon us, 
_ And threaten’d deadly ruin—Hatte, proclaim 
‘The welcome tidings loud thro’ all the city. 
Let fparkling lights be feen from every turret 
Totell ourjoy, and fpread their blaze to Heav'n ° 
Prepare for feafts ;: danger fhall, wait at diftance, 
. And fear be now no more. The jolly foldier 
And citizen fhall meet o’er their full bowls, 
Ate their toils, and laugh their cares away, 
mirth and triumphs clofe this happy day. 
[ Exeunt Herb. and Arts 
Phos And ad fucceeding days prove yet more 


hap 
Well doft thou "bid the voice of triumph found 
Thro’ all our ftreets; our city,calls thee father ; 
And fay, Eunienes, doft thou not perceive 
A. father’s tranfport rife within thy, breait, 
Whilft in this a& thou art the hand of Heav? n, 


_» To deal forth bleflings, and diftribute joy ? 


Eum, The bleffings Heav’n beftows are preety fea, 
_ And thould’be freely fhar’d. | ~ ‘ 
Pho. True—Generous minds 


__ Redoubled feel the pleafure they. iliay 


For me, if I’ve deferv’d by arms or counfels, 
By hazards gladly fought, .and greatly profper’d,. 
Whate’er l’ve added to the public ftock, 
~ With joy I fee it.in Eumenes’ hands, 
And with but to receive my fhare from thee. 
Eum. I cannot, if 1 wou’d, withold thy fhare. 
~ What thou haft done is thine; the fame thy own ; — 
And virtuous aétions will reward themfelves. . 
Pho. Fame—what is that, if courted for herfelf ? 


That 


le 
' 
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That calls with mimic voice thro? woods and laby- 
rinths © ° 
- Her cheated lovers ; loft and heard by fits, 
But never fix’d; a feeming nymph, -yet nothing. 
Virtue indeed is a fubftantial good, 
A real beauty; yet with weary fteps 
Thro’ rugged ways, by long laborious fervice, 
‘When we have trac’d, and woo’d, and won the dame, 
May we not then expect the dower the brings? - 
Eum, Well—afk that dowry; fay, can Damafcus 
: ay ite - : 
Her riches fhall be tax’d: name but the fum, 
Her merchants with fome coftly gems hall grace thee 3 
Nor can Heraclius fail to grant thee honours, 
Proportion’d to thy birth and thy defert. 
Pho, And can Eumenes think’ wou’d be brib’d - 
_ By trath, by fordid gold, to venal virtue ? 
“What! ferve my country for the fame mean hire, 
That can corrupt each villain to betray her? 
Why is the fav’d from thefe Arabian {poilers, 
If tobe ftripp’d by her own fons?—Forgive me 
If the thought glows on my cheeks? I know 
*Twas mention’d, but to prove how much I {corn it. 
As for'Heraclius, if he own my conduct, 
~. I shall indulge an honett pride in-honours ; 
‘Which I have ftrove to merit.’ ‘Yes, Eumenes,~ . 
L have ambition—yet the vaft reward = 
That fwells my hopes, ‘and equals all my wifhes 
Isin thy gift alone—itis Eudocia. 

Eum. Evdocia! Phocyas, I am yetthy friend, 
And therefore will not hold thee long in doubt. 
Thou muf not think of her. Stas 

Pho. Not thinkofher? 

Impoflible !—She’s ever prefent to me, 

My life, my foul! She animates my being, 
And kindles up my thoughts to worthy actions 

And why, Eumenes, why no¢ think of her? 
Is not my rank——— ; ’ 

Eum, Forbear—what needa herald 
To tell me who thou art ?—Yet once again-~. 


hae 
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Since thou wilt force mé to a repetition, 

I fay, thou muft not think of her. 
Pho. Yet hearme; . 

Why wilt thou judge, ere I can plead my caufe ? 
Lum, Why wilt thou plead in vain ; haft thou not 


heard 
My choice has deftin’d her to Eutyches ? 
Pho. And has fhe then confented to that choice ? 
Eum. Has the confented !—What is her confent? 


Is fhe not mine ? 


| I’d force her to be happy. 


Pho. She is—and in that title 
F’en kings with envy may behold thy wealth, 
And think their kingdoms poor !—and yet, Eumenes, 
Shall the, by being thine, be barr’d a privilege 
Which e’en the meaneft of her fex my claim? 
Thou wilt not force her ! 

Eum. Who has told thee fo? ~ 


Pho. That thou canft not. 


“What happinefs fubfifts in lofs of freedom? 


~The guett conftrain’d, but murmurs at the banquet, 
‘Nor thanks his hoft, but {tarves amidft abundance. 
Lum. Tis well, young man—Why then, I'll learn 
from thee 

To be a very tame obedient father. 4 
Thou hait already taught my child her duty. 
‘find the fource of all her difobedience, 
Her hate of me, her fcorn of Eutyches ; 
Ha! Is’t not fo ?—come, tell me; I’ll forgive thee. 
Haft thou not found her a moft ready f{cholar? 
I know thou haft—Why, what a dull old dotard 
Was I, to think I ever had adaughter ! 

Pho, I'm fotry that Eumenes thinks—~ 

| Eum, No—forry! i 

Sorry for what? Piten thou doft own thou’ftwrong’d » 
wiime! - . 

That’s fomewhat yet—Curfe on my ftupid blindnefs ! 

or had I eyes I might have feen it fooner. 
Was this the {pring of thy romantic bravery, 
Thy boaftful merit, thy officious fervice? 
—Vo..lL Cc : Pho. 


sl 


% : . 4 


eo teat 
% cd ?* 


3 fey 
3. at 


MTN a cites as ee | 
26 fhe SIEGE of DAMASCUS, 


- Pho. It was—with pride I own it—twas Eudocia. 


- Thave ferv’d thee in ferving her, thou know’ft it, — 
And thought I might have found a better treatmente 
Why wilt thou force me thus to be braggart, 
“And tell thee that’which thou thou’d{t tell thyfelf > 
It grates my foul—I am not wont to talk thus. 
ButI recall my words-—I have done nothing, 
And wou’d difclaim all merit, but my love. 
Eum.O no—fay on, that thou haft fav’d Damafeus 3 
Is it not fo? Look o’er her battlements, 
See if the flying foe have left their camp! 
Why are our gates yet clos’d, if thou hait freed us ? 
Tis true, thou fought’ft a fkirmifh—What of that ? 
Had Eutyches been prefent 
Pho. Eutyches! é : 
Why wilt thou urge my temper with that trifler ? 
Olet him come! that in yon fpacious plain 
We may together charge the thickeft ranks, 
‘Ruth on to battle, wounds, and glorious death, 
And prove who ’twas that beft deferv’d Eudocia. 
~ Eum. That will be feen ere long—But fince I find 
Thou arrogantly wou’dft ufurp dominion, , 
~ Believ’ft thyfelf the guardian genius here, 
And that our fortunes hang upon thy fword; ~ 
Be that firft try’d—for know, that from this moment 
‘Thou here haft no command—Farewel !—So ftay, 
Or hence and join the foe—thou haft thy choice. : 
“ - (Exit. Eumenes, 
- Phos Spurn’d and degraded! ——Proud, ungrateful 
eon Ts nat Tt net : A 
Am Ta bubblethen, blown up by thee, 
_ And tofs’dinto the air to make thee fport ? 
Hence tothe foe! ’Tis well—Eudocia, - 
Oh, I willfee thee, thou wrong’d excellence! © 
But now to fpeak thy wrongs, or my difgrace 5 
© Impoflible—Oh, rather let me walk We a bi: 
‘Like adumb ghoft, and burft my heart in filence. . 
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SCENE, the Garden, 


Enter Eudocia. 
Eud. Why oe we meet by ftealth, like gibt ips 


vers 
But’twill not = be pee What joy ’twill be 
To own my hero in his ripen’d honours, 
‘And hear applauding crowds pronounceme bleft! 
Sure he’ll be here—See! the fair rifing moon, 
Ere day’s remaining twilight {carce is{pent, ~ 
_ Hangs up her ready lamp, and with mild luitre | 
Drives back the hovering fhades! Come, Phocyas, 
‘This gentle feafon is a friend to love, [come.;. 
And now methinks I cou’d with equal paffion, 
Meet thine, and tell thee all my fecret foul. 


Enter Phocyas. 


Detcheats me—O my Phocyas!—What—not anfwer!-- , 


_ Art thou not he ; or art fome thadow ?———Speak. 
di: Pho. 1 am indeeda fhadow—I am nothing— 


\ £ud. What dof thou mean ?—for now I know thee, qs 


Phocyas. 

Pho, And never can be thine. 
- It will have vent—O barbarous, curft—but hold — 
- [had forgot,—it was Eudocia’s father ! : 
0, cou’d I too forget how he has us’d me! 
_- Eyd. Vfear to alk thee — 
S: Pho. Dott thou fear ? Alas! 
4 


Then thou wilt pity me—O generous maid ! 
_ Thou haft charm’d down the rage that fwell’d. my 
heart, 

"And choak’d my voice——now I can fpeak to thee. ~ 

And yet ’tis. worfe than death what I have fuffer’ as 
“It is the death of honour !—Yet that’s little; 
?Tis more, Eudocia, ’tis the lofs of thee! 

- £ud, Haft thou not conquer’d ?—What are all shel 
a fhouts, 
‘This voice of general joy, heard far around ? 
What are thefe fires, that caft their Seuiaets ing light 
a y Cz Againtt 
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But I have done 


ke Z = _!_ 
«a »t 
wer a); aa 
ie ; ee 
as 


28 Te SIEGE f DAMASCUS. 


 Againft- the fky? Are not all thefe thy triumphs? == 
Pho, O name not triumph! ‘Falk no more of con- 
It is indeed a night of general joy, [quett ! 
But not tome? Eudaocia, Lam come 
To take a laft farewel of thee for ever; 

ud. A lat farewel! ere et 

Pho. Yes ;——How wilt thou hereafter 
Look ona wretch defpis’d, revil’d, cafhier’d, 
Stript of command, like a bafe beaten coward ? 
Thy: cruel father I have told too much ; —— 
I fhou’d not but for this have felt the wounds 
I got in fight for him now, now they bleed. 
a and now thou hait my ftory, 
 “Isthere acreature fo accurft a Phocyas? — 
. Eud. And can it be ?>——Is this then thy reward ? 
O Phocyas ! never wou’dft thou tell me yet 
That thou hadf& wounds; now F muft feel them too, 


How very much q wretch ; for if 1 go, z 
It is from thee, thou only joy of life: 
And death will then be welcome. ‘ : 

Eud. Bxt thou {ye 0.2 ot ys 
Thon halt bese wed shua? Ast thon que Undonad 


De 
co 
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_ Phe. Yes, very fure——What doft thou mean ?: 


ud. That then, it is a time for me---O Heaven! 


-thatl a» : 
Alone am grateful to this wondrous man! © 43 
To own thee Phocyas, thus---[ Giving ber hand. ] nay, 
| aoe glory in thee, ‘ 
- And thew, without a blufh, how much I love. 
We mvft not part--- 
Pho. Then | am rich again! [Embracing her. 
_ ©, no---we will not part! Confirm it, Heav’n! 
Now thou fhalt fee how I will bend my {pirit, 
With what foft patience I will bear my wrongs, 
Till I have wearied out thy father’s fcorn. 
Yet I have worfe to tell thee—Eutyches——= 
End. Why wilt thou name him ? 
x Pho. Now, ¢'en now, he’s coming! } 
_. Juft hov’ring o’er thee, like a bird of prey. ' 
‘Thy father vows—for I muft tell thee all ; 
Twas this that wrung my heart, and rack’d my brain, 
__ F’en to diftraction !—vows thee to his bed ; 
_ Nay, threaten’d force, if thou refufe obedience. 
Eud. Force !—threaten’d force !—my father—— 
} Where is nature? ~ : 
Is that, too, banifhed from his heart >—O then 
_ Z have no father How have I deferved this ? 


A 3 [Weeping 
. No home, but am henceforth an out-caft orphan ; 
_ For I will wander to earth’s utmoft bounds, 

_ Ere give my hand to that detefted contract. 
} 4 fave me, Phocyas! thou haft fav’d my father-——= 
_ MuftI yet call him fo, this cruel father— 
How wiltthou now deliver poor Eudocia? 

* “Pho. See, how we’re join’d in exile! How our fate 
_ Confpires to warn us both to leave this city ! 

‘hou know’ft the emperoris now at Antioch ;. -. _, 
_ Thave an uncle there, who, -when the Perfian, 
__ As now the Saracen, had nigh o’er-run : 
_ Theravag’dempire, did him fignal fervice, 
' And nobly was rewarded. There, Eudocia, 
- Thou mightit be fafe, and I may meet with juftice, 
Eud, There—any where, fo we may fly this.place, 
’ SPasier its iit See 
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See, Phocyas, what thy wrongs and mine have wrought 
In a weak woman’s frame! for I have courage 
‘To fhare thy exile now thro’ ev’ry danger. 
Danger is.only here, and dwells with guilt, 
With bafe ingratitude, and hard oppreffion. 
Pho. Then let us lofe no time, but hence this night. 
The gates I can command, and will provide - 
The means of our efeape. Some five hours hence 
(Twill then be turn’d of midnight) we may meet 
In the piazza of Honoria’s convent. ; 
Eud. 1 know it well; the place is moft fecure, 
_ And near adjoining to this garden wall. 
There thou fhalt find me—O prote& us, Heav’n! 
_ Pho. Fear not ;—thy innocence will be our guards 
I've thought already how to fhape our courfe 5 
Some pitying angel will attend thy fleps, 
Guidethee unfeen, and charm the fleeping foe, 
*Till chou art fafe !—-O, T have fuffer’d nothing ; — 
Thus gaining thee, and this great.generous proof, - 
How bieft I am in my Eudocia’s love! Pah Se; 
My only joy, farewel!— cf 
Exd. ¥arewel, my Phocyas! : | 
T’ve now no friend but thee—yet thee I’ll call <7 
Friend, father, lover, guardian !—~Thou art all, . 
ita [Exveuni. 
Enp of the Seconp Act. 


‘ ACT, Il. 
SCENE, Caled’s Tent. 


> Caled attended, Sergius broughe in, bound avith cords. — 


; 

_ Caren. : 

ERCY! What’s that?—Look yonder on the j 

¥, Geld ee 

OF our late fight |}—Go, talk of mercy there. 
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will the Fa hear thy- voice? ? it 


t 


Ae 


Se 
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an 
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if rg. O {pare me yeu 
Cal. Thou wretch. 1—Spate thee ; to what ? Tolive 
in torture? | 
Are not thy limbs all bruis’d, thy bones ‘lisjotated 
"To force thee to confefs? and wou’dtt thou drag, 
Like a crufh’d ferpent, a vile mangled being? 
My eyes abhor a coward—Hence, anddie!  ~ 
Serg. Oh, I have told thee all—When firft  purfu’d, 
Wied d my letters on an atrow’s point, 
| And fhot them o’erithe walls 
Cal. Haft thou told all ? 
Well, then thou fhalt have mercy to requite thee; 
Behold, V’ll fend thee forward on thy errand, 
Strike of his head; then caft it o’er the gates ; 


_ There let thy tongue tell o’er its tale again, 


Semg. O bloody Saracen !—~ ; 
Stet [Axit Sergius, dragg’d away by guards. 


Enter Abudah. 


Cal; Abudah, welcome ! 
4Abu..O Caled, what an evening was the laft! 
Cal, Name it nomore; remembrance fickens ENS 
And therefore fleep i is Ranier from this night ; 
Nor fhall to-morrow’s fun open hiseye 
Upon our fhame, ere donbly we’ve redeem’ edi it. 
Have all the captains notice ? ma 
Abu, Vhave walk’d 
The rounds to-night, ere the laft hour of prayer, 
From tent to tent, and-warn’d them to be ready. 
What muft be done ? 
Cal. Thou know'tt th’ important news, 
- Which we have intercepted by this flave, 
“Ofa new army’s march. The time now calls, _ 
gy bic thefe foft Syrians are diffolv’d in riot, 
‘Pool’d with fuccefs, and not fufpecting danger, 
| Negleétful of their watch, or elfe faft bound — 


Q _ In chains of fleep, companion of debauches, 
f To form anew attack ere break of day. ‘ 


} 


' So, like the wounded leopard, fhall we rush 
, - _ From 
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From out our covert on thefe drowfy hunters, - 
And feize ’em, unprepard to *fcape our vengeance, 
~ Abu: Great captain of the armies of the faithful ! 
J know thy mighty and unconquer'd {pirit. 
Yet hear me, Caled ; hear, and weigh my doubts. 
Our angry prophet frowns upon our vices, 
And vilits us in blood. Why elfe did terrors, 
Unknown before, feize all our ftouteft bands? » 
The angel of Geftruction was abroad 5. _ ae 
The archers of the tribe of Thoal fled, 
So long renown’d, or {pent their fhafts in vain; 
The feather’d flights err’d thro’ the boundlefs air, 
Or the death tarn’d on him that drew the bow! 
What can this bode?—Let me fpeak plainer yets 
Is it to propagate th’ unfpotted law vee 
We fight ? ’Tis well; it is a noble caufe 5 
But much I fear infection is among us 5 — vs 
A boundlefs luft of rapine guides our troops. { 
We learn the chriftian vices we chattife, F 
And, tempted with the pleafures of the foil, | 
More than with diftant hopes of paradife, Ft 
1 fear, may foon—but, Oh, avert it Heav’n ! 
Fall e’en a prey to our own {poils and conquefts. 
Cal. No—thon miftak’tt; thy pious zeal deceives 
thee. 7 
Our prope only chides our fluggard valour. 
Thou faw’ft how in the vale of Honan once 
The troops, as now defeated, fledconfus’'d  * ; 
Ben to the gates of Mecca’s holy city 5 apes 
2 Till Mahomet himfelf there ftop’d their entrances, 
A javelin in his hand, and turn’d them back 
Upon the foe; they fought again, and conquer’d. 
Behold how we may beit appeafe his wrath | 
His own example points us out the way. 
Abu, Well—be it thea refolv’d.. Th’ indulges © 
hour . oe 
Of better fortune is, I hope, at hand. hats 4 
a yet, fince Phocyas has appear'd its champion, - 
_ How has this city rais’d its drooping head ! { ? 
As if fome charm prevail’d ‘where’er he fought 5 Fs ; 
‘ = ur 
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Our ftrength feems wither’d, and our feeble weapons 
Forgot their wonte trinmph—were he abfent— 
Cal. I would have fought him out in the laft aStion 


_ To fingle fight, and put that charm to proof, 


Had not a foul and fudden mift arofe 

Ere I arriv’d, to have reftor’d the combat. 

But let it be—tis paft. We yet may meet, 

And twill be known whofe arm is then the ftronger. 


Enter Daran. 


Dar, Health to the race of Ifmael! and days 
_ More profp’rous than the laft ;—a chriftian captive 
Is fall’n within my watch, and waits his doom. 
Cal. Bring forth the flave!—O thou keen yulture, 
Death! . 


\ Do we then feed thee only thus by morfels ? 


_ Whole armies neyer can fuffice thy anger. 


Daran goes out, and re-enters with Phocyas. 
Cal, Whence, and what art thou ?>—Of Damaf- 


That feems to lour defiance on our anger ? 
Dar, Marching in circuit, with the horfe thou 
gav'f me, : 
T’ obferve the city gates, I faw from far 
Two perfons iffue forth; the one advanc’d, - 
And ere he could retreat, my. horfemen feiz’d him 3 
The other was a woman, and had fled, 
Upon a fignal giv’n at our aproach, 
And got within the gate. Wou’dft thou know more, 


-. Himfelf, if he will fpeak, can beft inform thee. 


- Cal. Have I not feen thy face? 
Abu. {To Caled.] He hears thee not ; — 
‘iis eyes are fix’d on earth ; fome deep diftrefs 
Ts at his heart. ‘This is no common captive, 
Cal, A lion in the toils! We.foon fhall tame hime 


_ Still art thou dumb ?—Nay, ’tis in vain to caft 


Thy gloomy looks fo. oft around this place, . 


Or frown upon thy bonds—thou canft not ’{cape.” © 
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cus ?—Daran, : a 
Where didft thou find this dumb and fullen thing, 0 


rn 


+ : xf -_— ¢ . ' — 


34 The SIEGE¢ DAMASCUS. ~ 
Pho. Then be it fo—the worft is paft already, 
And life ig now not wortha moment’s paufe. 
Do you not know me yet—think of the man _ 
You have mof caufe to curfe, and I am he. 
Cal. Ha! Phocyas ? Bd) 
Abu. Phocyas !—Mahomet, we thank thee ! 
Now thou doft fmile again. 
Dar. {Afide.] O devil, devil ! 
And I not know him !—’twas but yefterday 
He kill’d my horfe, and drove me from the field. 
Now I’m reveng’d! No; hold you there, not yet, 
Not while helives. 
Cal. [4fide.| This is indeed a prize ! 
- Js it Becaufe thou know’ it what flaughter’d heaps 
There yet unbury’d lie without the camp, i 
/hofe ghofts have all this night, pafling the Zorat, . 
Call’d from that bridge of death to thee to follow, 
That now thon’rt here to anfwer to their cry? ._ > 
Howe’re it be, thou know’ft thy welcome 
Pho. Yes, } } 
"Phou proud, blood-thirfty Arab!—Well I know. 
~~ What to expe& from thee : IT know ye all. 
How fhould the author of diftrefs and ruin 
Be mov’d to pity ? That’s a human paflion. 
No—in your hungry eyes, that look revenge, | : 
Iread my doom. Where are your racks, your tor-. 
ont ‘tures? i 
I’m ready—lead me to’em; I can bear 
The worit of ills from you. ~You’re not my friends, 
‘My countrymen.—Yet were you men, I cou’d 
Unfold a flory—But no more—Eumenes, 
Thou haft thy with, and I am now—a worm ! : 
Abu, [to Caled afide.] Leaders of armies, hear him ! 
; for my mind | * 
Prefages good accruing to our caufe. 
By this event. 
. “Gal. I tell thee then, thou wrong’ft us, 
‘To think our hearts thus fteel’d, or our eats deaf 
Teall that thou may’ft utter. Speak, difclofe 
_ “The fecret woe that throbs within thy breaft. 
» 
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os Se: age i * 
Now, by the filent hours of night! we’ll/hear thee, 


Afd mute attention fhall await thy words. 


| Pho. This is not then the palace in Damafcus ! 


_ IE ye will hear, then I indeed have wrong’d you. 
_ How can this be ?——When he for whom I’ve fought, 


Fought againft you, has yet refus’d to hear me ! 
You feem furpriz'd.—It was ingratitude 


_ That drove me out an exile from thofe walls, 
| Which I fo late defended. 


Abu, Canit be? 

Are thefe thy chriftian friends ? 

* Cal. ?Tis well—we thank ’em: 

They help us to fubdue themfelves—But who 

Was the companion of thy flight ?—A woman, 

So Daran faid—— i ia 

Pho. Tis there Iam moft wretched —— 

Oh, Iam torn from all my foul held dear, 

And my life’s blood flows out upon the wound ! 

That woman—'twas for her—How fhall I {peak it ?— 

Eudocia, O farewel !—T’ll tell you, then, 

As faft as thefe heart-rending fighs will let me ; 

Llov’d the daughter of the proud Eumenes, 

And long in fecret woo’d her ; not unwelcome 

To her my vifits ; but I fear’d her father, 

Who oft had preis’d her to detefted nuptials, 

And thefore durft not, till this night of joy, 

Avow to him my courthip. Now I thought her 
' Mine, by a double claim, of mutual vows, 

And fervice yielded at his greateft need. 

When, as: I mov’d my fuit, with four difdain 

He mock’d my fervice, and forbade my love ; 


7 Degraded me from the command I bore, 


And with defiance bade me feck the foe. _ 

How has his curfe prevail’d !—The generous maid 

‘Was won by my diftrefs to leave the city 5 ~ 

And cruel fortune made me thus your prey. _ 

Abu, [ Afide. |My foul is mov’d.—Thou wert a man, 

sO, prophet! 

- Forgive, if ’tis acrime, a human forrow, 

For injur’d worth, tho’in an enemy !_ 


» 
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Pho. ihe ee you’ve heard my ftory, fet me 
Tee, ' . 
That I may fave her yet, dearer than life, 
From 4 tyrannic father’s threaten’d force ; 
Gold, gems and purple vefts fhall pay my ranfom 5 
Nor fhall my peaceful fword henceforth be drawn 
In fight nor break its truce with you for ever. 
Cal. No ;—there’s one way, a better, and but one; 
To fave thyfelf, and make fome reparation : 
For all the numbers thy bold hand has flain. i 
\ Pho. O, nameit quickly, and my fou! will blefs thee! 
Gal. Embrace out faith, and fhare with us our for- 
tunes. ; | : 
Pho. Then 1am loft again! 
Cal. What! when we offer ‘ 
Not freedom only, but to raife thee high 
To greatnefs, conqueft, glory, Heav’nly blifs! 
~ Pbo. To fink me down to infamy, perdition, 
Here and hereafter ! Make my name a curfe 
To prefenttimes! toev’ry futureage 
, A proverb and a fcorn !—take back thy mercy, - 
And know, I now difdain it. r 
Cal. As thou wilt. é 
The time’s too precious to be wafted longer 
In words with thee. Thou know’ft thy doom—fare- 
wel. ; 
Abu. [to Caled afide.] Hear me yet, Caled! gran 
‘ him fome short fpace ; 
. Perhaps he will at length accept thy bounty. 
Try him, at leat—— 4 
Cal. Well—be it fo, then. ‘Daran, 
Guard well thy charge. —-Thou haft an hour to live ; 
If thou art wife, thou may’t prolong that term ; _ 
If not—why— Fare thee well and think of death. 
_ [Exeunt Caled and Abudah, 
Pho. [Daran waiting at a diftance.| 
Farewel, atidthink of déath! Was it not fo? 
Do murderers then preach morality?— 
But how to think of what the living know not, 
And the dead cannot, or elfe may riot tell da 
3 W hat 
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What art thou, O thou great myfterious terror! 
‘The way to thee we know; difeafes, famine, 
Sword, fire, and all thy ever-open gates 
» That day and night ftand ready to receive us. 
But what’s beyond them?—Who will draw that veil ? 
Yet death’s not there—No; tis a pointof time,: 
The verge *twixt mortal and immortal being. 
_ It mocks our thought! On this fide all is tits 5 
And when we have reach’d it, in that very inftant 
_*Tis pait the thinking of !—O ! if it be 
The pangs, the throes, the agonizing ftruggle ® 
’ When foul and body part, fure I have felt it, 
And there’s no more to fear, Bie, : 
Dar. [Afide.] Suppofe I now Se 
Difpatch him ?—Right—W hatneed to ftay for orders? 
T with I durft !—Yet what I dare 1’ll do. 
Your jewels, chriftian—You’ll not need thefe trifles— 


[Searching hint. 


Pho. I pray thee, flave, ftand off——My foul’s too 
_ To lofe a thought on thee. [bufy 


Enter Abudah. 
Abu. What's this !——forbear ! 
Who gave thee leave to ufe this infolence? 
‘ [Takes the jewels from him, and lays’ em on a table. 
Dar. [Afide.) Deny’d my booty ?—Curfes on his 
Was not the founder of our law a robber? [head! 
Why ’twas for that I left my country’s gods, i 
Menaph and Uzza. Better ftillbe pagan, § 
Than ftarve with a new faith. 
Aby. What !—Doft thou mutter? 
Daran, withdraw ; and better learn thy duty. 
[Bait Daran. 


. Phocyas, perhaps thou know’{t me not——= ne 


Pho. I know > 
Thy name Abudah, and thy office here, 
The fecond in command. What more thou art 
Indeed I cannot tell. 
Abu. True, forthou yet 
Know’ft not I am thy friend. 
i Vow.l. ee 8) 
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' Phe. It’s pofible?—— 
Thou fpeak’{t me fair. 

Abu. What dot thou think of life? 

Pho. Ithink not of it; death was in my thoughts. - 
On hard conditions, life were butaload, _ 
And: I would lay it down. | 

Abu. Axt thou refolv’d ? 

Pho. Lam, unlefs thou bring’ me better terms 
Than thofe Ihave rejected., 

Abu. Think again. ; 

Caled, by: me, once more renews that offer. _ 
Pho. Thou fay’t thou art my friend? Why doit 
i -. thou try . = 
To fhake the fettled temper of my breaft?» 
My foul hath jut difcharg’d. her cumb’rous train 
Of hopes and fears, prepar’d to take-her voyage 
‘Fo. other feats, where the may reft in peace 5 
And now thou call’{t me back, to beat again 
The painful road of life. —Tempt me no more 
To be a wretch, for I defpife the offer. ‘ 

Abu. The general knows thee brave, and ’tis for that 
He feeksalliance with thy noble virtues. 

Ph:. Heknows me brave !-Why does he thenthus 

"treat me! . 

No; he believes I am fo poor of foul, . 
That barely for the privilege to live, 

would be bought his flave. But-go tell him, 
The little fpace of life his feorn bequeath’d me 
"Was lent in vain, and he may take the forfeit. 

Abu. Why wilt thou wed thyfelf'to mifery, 

When our faith courts thee to eternal bleffings ! 
When truth itfelf is, ike aferaph, come 
To loofé thy bonds ?—The light divine, whofe beams 
» Pierc’d thro’ the gloom of Hera’s facred cave, i 
And there illumined the great Mahomet, 
Arabia’s morning-ftar, now fhines on thee. 
Arife, falute with joy the gueft from Heav’n, 
Follow her fteps, and be no more a captive. 

Pho. But whither muft I follow *—anfwer that. ~ 

Ig the a gueft from Heav’n? What'marks “<_ : 
; . at 
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What figns, what wonders vouch her boafted miffion ? 
Abu. What wonders—turn thy eyes'to Mecca ! mark 
How from Caaba firft, that hallow’d temple, 
Her glory dawn’d !— then look how {wift its courfe, 
As when the fun-beams {hooting thro’ a cloud 
Drive o’er the meadow’s face the flying fhades! 
aie the nations bent before our fwords, 
ike ripen’d corn before the reaper’s fteel ? 
Why is all this? Why does fuccefs {till wait | 
“Upon our law, if not to fhew that Heav’A 
“Firft fent itforth, and owns it fill by conquet? 
Pho. Doft thou afk why is this !-O why, indeed ? 
Where is the man can read Heav’n’s feeret counfels ?-- 
Why did I conquer in another caufe, ‘P 
Yet now am here Rl 
. Abu. Vii tell thee—thy good angel 
Has feiz’d thy hand unfeen, and fnatch’d thee out 
From fwift déftru@ion ; know, ere day fhall dawn, 
Damafcus will in blood lament its fall? 
| We’ve heard what army is defign’d to inarch » 
‘Too late to fave her. Now, ¢’en now, our force 
Is juft preparing fora freth affaule, 
Now too thou might’ft revenge thy wrongs+--fo Caled 
Charg’d me to fay ? and more, that he invites thee ; 


Thou know’ft the terms—+to fhare with him the con+ 


-  gueft. 
_ Pho. Conqueft >—Revenge-- Hold, let me think — 
" O horror! 


Revenge !—O what revenge ? Bleed on, my wounds, 


For thus to be reveng’d, were it not worfe 
coat all that I can fuffer ?+—- But Eudocia——_ 
here will the then—Shield her, ye pityi w'rs 
iad aes aie qeace! VO ge Be 
Abi, Hear me once mote, 
*Tisall I have to offer; mark me now ! 
Caled has fworn Eudocia hall be fafe. 
Pho. Ha! fafe—but how ? A wretched captive too! 
Ain. He fwears fhe hall be free, the fhall be thine. 
| Pho. Then Lam loft, indeed—++O ctuel bounty ! 
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How ean I be atonce both curs’d and happy? 


_ Aby. The time draws near, and I muft quickly leave 
thee; 5 Ef 
Slaughter and rapine may be loos’d abroad, . 
And while they roam with undiftinguith’d rage, 
Shou’d fhe thou lov’it--well may ft thou ftart--be made 
Perhaps unknown, fome barb’rous foldier’s prey; 
Shou’d fhe then fall a facrifice to luft,. ' 
Or brutal fury . 
Pho. O. 
Earth open——fave me, fave me from that thought; 
There’s ruin in it, ’twill, it will undo me. - a 
Abu, Nay, do not plunge thyfelf in black defpair 5 
Look up, poor wretch, thou art not fhipwreck’d yet, 
Behold an anchor ; am notI thy friend ? 
Yet hear me, and be bleft— ; 
‘Pho. {rifing.] Ha! Who, what art thou ? [ Raving. 


? 


' My friend? that’s well; but hold———are all friends 


honeft ? 


~ What’s to be done ?—Hush, hark ! what voice is that ? 


Abu. There is no voice; ’tis yet the dead of night, 
‘The guards, without, keep filent watch around use - 
Pho. Again—it calls—’ tis the---O lead me to her-- 


Abu. Thy paffion mocks thee with imagin’d founds. 


Po. Sure’twas Eudocia’s voice cry’d out--Forbear. 
What fhall 1 do?——-O Heav’n! 5 
Abu. Heav’n fhews thee what. ° . 
Nay, now it is toolate; fee, Caled comes 
With anger on his brow? Quickly withdraw 
To the next tent, and there 
- Pho. [Raving.] What do I fee ? 
Damafeus! conqueft ! ruin! rapes and murder{ 
Villains !---Is there no way---O fave her, fave her ! 
oh! [Exit with Abudahs 
_ Enter Caled and Daran. a 


Dar. Behold, on thy approach, they ghift their 


ground. : 
. Cal.’ Tisas.thou fay’ft, he trifles with my meh 


this pulls my heart-ftrings! [False 


: 


- 
’ 
: 


5 


; 
} 


. 


* < 
; 


The SIEGE Ff DAMASCUS, 41 


' Dar, Speak, fall 1 fetch his head? 
Gal. No, ftay thou here, , 
I éannot {pare thee yet. Raphan, go thou. ale, 

: ) 'ELo an Officre 

But hold---I’ve thought again---he fhall not die. 

Go, tell him he thall live, till he has feen 

Damafens fink in flame, ’till hé behold ' 

hat flave, the wotnan-idol he adorés, os 

Or giv’n 2 prize'to fome brave Muffulinah;? 
Or flain before his face ; then if he fue : 
For death as for 4 boon——=perhaps we'll grant its. 

. | [eit Raphan. 
Dar. The captains wait thy orders, 
Cal. Até the troops . 
Ready to march ? 
Dar. They are; 


ere 


Cal. Where’s Aba-Taleb ? 
Alcorath ?—+© you valiant tribes, I thank "ent, 


Fled from theit fandard! Will they now rédeenv it ? 


Omar atid Serjabil ?+-" ris well, I fee "emi. 9 * 
You know your duty. You, Abdorramati, 4 
Mutt chatge with Raphan. Mourn, thou haughty city ! 
_ The bow is bent, nor cant thou "feape thy doont. 
‘Whoturns his back henceforth, our prophetcurfe him 
Dar. But who commands the trufty bandsof Méeca ? 
Thou know’ft their leader fell inthe laft fight. ~~ 
Cal, ’Tis true ; thou, Daran, well deferv’f th 
charge; oF 
Pve mark’d what a keen hatréd, like my owny 
’ Dwells in thy breaft againft thefe chriftian:dogs, 
Dar; Thou deft me right. Bg oe RP Ry 
Cal. And therefore Pl reward it, 
Be that command now thifie. \ And here=this fabre, 
_ Blefs’d in the field by Mahomet himfelf, © 
At Chaibar’s profp’rous fight, fhall aid thy arm. 
Dar, Thanks, my Sot chief; with this Pll better 
i thank thee. | [Yaking the Scimitar. 
_ Cal. Myfelf will lead the troops of ae black ftan- 
And at the eaftern gate beginthe ftorm. = dard, 
pads as m3 . Dare 


¥ 


[The captains pafs by, as they are Pe fs 


ci. 


: 
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Dar. But why do we not move ? ’twill foon be day : 
MethinksI’m cold, and wou’d grow’ warm with action. 

Cal. Then haite, and tell Abudah—O thou’rt wal- 
es come. 


‘Eater Abudah. 


Thy charge awaits thee. Where’sthe ftubborn captive? 
“Abu. Indeed he’s brave. I left him fora moment 
In the next tent. He’s fcarcely yet himfelf. 
Cal. Butis he ours? : “ 
* dou. The threats of death are nothing 5 
‘The’ thy laft meflage fhook his foul, as winds 
On the bleak hills bend down fome lofty pine ; 
Yet ftill he held his root ; till, 1 found means, 
~ Abating fomewhat of thy firft demand, _ 
If not to make him wholly ours, atleaft - 
‘To gain fufficient to our end, : 
Cal. Say how? 
Abu. Ofthe inclin’d, oft fiarted back ; at laft, 

, When juft confenting, for a while he-paus’d, 
Stood fix’d in thought, and lift his eyes to Heav’n 5. 
Then, as with frefh recover’d force, cry’d out, 
Renounce my faith! Never—I anfwer’d, No, 


ve 


. That now he fhould not do it 


' Cal. How! 

\. Abu, Vethear,. - ‘ 

For fince I faw him now fo loft in paflion, mi: 
That mutt be left to his more temperate thoughts. ~ 
Mean time I urg’d,conjur’d, at laft conftrain’d him _ 
By all he held moft dear, nay, by the voice 

_Of Providence, that call’d him now to fave, 

With her he lov’d, perhaps the lives of thoufands, 
No longer to refit his better fate, a 

But join his arms in prefent ation with us, 


‘ ' And {wear he would be faithful. 


= 


oe 


Cal. What, no more ? — La ; 
Then he’s a chriftian ftill ! - 


~ ___.. Abu, Have patience yet : 
» — ~ For if by him we can furprife the city— 
a Cal. Say’ft.thou ? 7 Bf 
re 4. 7 ; > Mbit. 
Ae ie x 
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Abu, Hear what’s agreed ; but on the terms 


' ‘That ev’ry unrefifting life he fpar’d, 


i fhall command {ome chofen faithful bands, 
Phocyas will guide us tothe gate, from whence 
He late efcap’d, nor do we doubt but there 
With eafe to gain admittance. 

Cal, This is fomething. 
And yet I do not like this half- siya 
Is he not ftill a chriftian?—But no matter— 
Mean time I will attack the eaflern gate 5. 


~ Who firft fucceeds gives entrance to the reft. 


Hear, all ?>—Prepare ye now for boldeft deeds, ° 
And know, the prophet will reward your valour, ~ 
Think that ye all to certain triumph move ; 

Who falls in fight yet meets the prize above. 
There, in the gardens of eternal {pring, 

While birds of Paradife around you fing, 


~ Each, with his blooming beauty by his fide, 


Shall drink rich wines that in full rivers glides 
Breathe fragrant gales o’er fields of fpice that blow,, 
And gather fruits immortal as they grow 3 

Ecftatic blifs thall your whole powers employ 


And ey’ry fenfe be loft in ev TY  [Exennt. 
Enp of the Tu1xp Hera 
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Ac 'T Iv. 


SCENE, 4 great fqnare in the city, before the . 
¥ governor's palace, © °° 


Enter Abudah, Saracen captains and foldiers;. with 
Eumenes, Herbis, awd other of the chriftians unartt d. 
he a 
a : EumeNes. 
T mutt be fo—farewel, devoted walls!— 
To be furpris’d thus !—Hell, and all ye fiends, 

How did ye watch this minute for deftru€tion ! 

Herb. We've been betray’d by riot and debauch 5 
Curfe on the traitor guard! ‘ 

Eum. The guard above, " 
Did that fleep, too? 
. Aba. Chriftians, complain no more. 
What you have afk’d is granted. Are ye men, 
And:dare ye queftion thus, with bold. impatience, 
Eternal juitice |—Know, the doom from Heav’n 
Fallson your towers, refiftlefs.as the bolt ~ 
That fires the cedars on your mountain tops. aT 
Be meek, and Jearn with humble awe to bear. 
The mitigated ruin. Worfe had follow’d, 
Hed ye oppos’d our numbers... Now you're fafe 
Quarter and liberty are giy’n.to all; Sik: 
And little. do you think how much ye owe . 
To one brave enemy, whom yet ye know, note 


Enter Artamon haftily. “ 
Art. All’s loft !—Ha {—Who, are thefe ? 
Eum. Alls loft, indeed. 


Yield up thy fword, if thou would’ft thare our fafety. 


‘Thou com’ft too late to bring us news. 7 
_ Art, O DO. i. e ‘ 
"The news I bringis fromthe eaftern guard. © 
“Caled has forc’d the gate, and—but he’s heres 


y ae 
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‘[4ery without.) Fly, fly; they >and th ai 
_ mercy, quarter! ' 
[Several perfons as purfued run over the frage. ees 

"Caled [svithout.| No quarter! Kill, I fay. Ase 

; _ they notchriftians ? | 

More blood ! !" our prophet atks it——— yy a 
FT 3 : 
He enters with Daran, &c. 


What, Abudah! Bits 
Well met !—but wherefore are thefe leeks of peace ? if 
_ Why fleeps thy fword ? the 
Abu. Caled, our tafk is over. if 
Behold the chiefs ; ; they I have refign’d the palace. nop 
Cal. And {worn t ey our law ? ,* 
Abu. No. 
Cal, Then fall on. f St ht 
4bu. Hold yet, and hear me—Heav’a by me hag = 
fpar’d de 
5 the ford its cruel tafk. On eafy terms < ehh 
We've gain’d a bloodlefs conquett. : : 
Cal, 1 renounce it. 
 Curfe on thofe terms! The city’s mine by feasts 
Fall on, I fay. t 
Abu, Nay then, I {wear ye fhall note R 
Cal. Ha!—Who am I? a 
Abu. The general, and I know 
What reverence is your due. 
[Caled gives figns to his men to fall Otte 
Nay, he who ftirs, 
iF init makes his way thre’ me. My honour’s pledg’d ; 
Rob me °t that who dares, [They fop.] I know thee, 
aled, . i 
‘Chief in Peciiand : bold, valiant, wile, and faithful; 
ae yet, remember, I'm a Muffulman; "i 
ay, more, thou know’{t, companion of the prophet, 
$ \nd what we vow is facred. ' ; ¥ om 
Cale. Thou’rt a chriftian, 
a fwear thon art, and haft betray’d the faith. 
_ Curfe on thy new allies ! 


1 


ee 


. Abu. No‘more——this ftrife a 
Ww - i it ot . But 
Bhi as ate 


But ill befeems the fervants of the caltphg? 
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pine 


ad 


And caits reproach—Chriftians, withdraw a while ; ai 
I pledge my life to anfwer the conditions— 


{ Exeunt Eumenes, Herbis, ie. 
Why, Caled, do we thus expofe ourfélves 


A fcorn to nations that defpife our law ? 


Thon call’ me cbriftian—What ! Is it becaufe 
T prize my plighted faith, that ?ma chriftian?. 
Come, ’tis not well, and if- 
Cal. What terms ate yielded ? 
Abu. Leave to depart, to all that will; an oath 
Firft giv’n, no more to aid the war againit us, 
An unmolefted march. ach citizen 


» To take his goods, notdénore than a mtle’s burthen ;_ 


The chiefs fix mules, ‘and ten the governor. 
Béfides femetew flight arms for their defence 
Againtt the mountain robbers. 

Gal. Now, by Mahomet, 
Thou hatt, egutp’d an army. 

Abu, Cant thou doubt 
The greater part by far will chufe to Ray, 
Receivéour law, or pay th’ accuftom’d tribute ? 
What fear we then from a few wretched bands - 
Of featter’d fogitives ?-—Befides, thou know7tt- 
What towns Me ftrength remain yet unfubdu’d, 
Let us appear this once like generous Habe 
So future conquefts thall repay this bounty, ~ 
And willing provinces e’en court fubjection. 

Cal. Well—be it on thy head, if worfe befallt 
This once I yield—but fee it then proclaim’d 
Thro’ all Damafeus, that who will depart 
Mutt leave the place this inftant—Pafs, move on. 

2 : (Eveunt. 


SCENE, the outfide ofa nunnery « 


i 
Eudocia. Darknefs i is fled; and yet ie morning — 
: lig ht 
Gives' me pap: fears than did night's deadly gloom. 
Within, without, all, all are foesOh, Phocyas, 
Thou art perhaps at Treft ; wou'dI were too! 
, y" ( After 


Pee : ; R | ys chases 
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* eae [After a paifts 
This place has holy charms ; 3 rapine and murder 
Dare not approach it, but are aw’d to diftance. 

l’ve heard that e’en thefe infidels have {par’d 

Walls facred to devotion—W orld, farewel ! 

Here will I hide me, ’till the friendly grave 
Opens its arms and fhelters me for ever. [Evit. 


Enter Phocyas. 


Pho. Did not I hear the murmurs of a voice, 
This way ?—a woman’s, too?—and feem’d com- 
plaining ? 
Hark !—No—O torture !_ Whither hall I turn me ? 
Dye tearch’d the palace rooms in vain; and now, 
I know not why, fome inftinct brought me hither— 


. ’Twas here laft night we met. Dear, dear Hudocia ! 


_ Do yet call thee mine ? . 


Mi ioe Tonce more— [Gozng out he, meets ber entering 
ud, Who calls the loft Eudocia ? 
Sure ’tis a friendly voice. 
Pho, “Tis the—O rapture ! 
Eud, 1s’t pofible my Phocyas ! 
Pho. My Kudocia ! sh 


Exd. Do 1 yet fee thee? 


~ Yet hear thee {peak ?—O how haft thou eftapid 


From barbarous fwords, and men that know not 
mercy? 
Pho. Vve born a thoufand deaths fince our laft 
parting, 
But wherefore do I talk of death ?—for now, 


_ Methinks, I’m rais’d almoft to life immortal, 


~ And feel l’m bleft beyond the pow’r of change. __ 
Eud, O yet beware---left fome event unknown 


| _ Again fhould part us. 


a 


« 


: 
i 
t: 


s 


Bi 


‘Pho. [ 4fide.] Heav’n avert the omen! 


- 
None mf fair, none fhall. 


Eud. ! thy tranfport 
- Makes thee forget; is not the city taken? 
Pho. Itise 
Eudy And are we not befet with foes? ULE si 
J tee: 3 Phe, 


4 


fee 


: = 


48 The SIEGE Y DAMASCUS. | 
4 Plo, There are no foes—or none to thee-——No “4 


danger. 
End. No foes? ° 
- Pho. I know not how to tell thee yet—— 
But think, Eudocia, that my matchlefs love 
And wondrous caufes pre-ordain’d, con{piring, 
For thee have triumph’d o’er the 'fierceft foes, 
And turn’d ’em friends. | 
Eud. Amazement! Friends! 
Oall ye guardian powers !—Say on—O lead me, 
Leadme thro’ this dark maze of Providence 
-» Which thou haft trod, that I may trace thy fleps 
With filent awe, and worfhip as I pafs. 
Pho. Enquire no more—thou halt know all here- 
Let me condu& thee hence— _ [after—— 
End. O whither next ? 
“To what far diftant home ?———But "tis enough, 
That favour’d thus of Heav’n, thou art my guide, 
And as we journey on the painful way, 
Say, wilt thou then beguile the pafling hours, 
And open all the wonders of thy ftory ? 
Pho. Indulge no more thy melancholy thoughts, . 
Damafcus is thy home. 
Exd. And yet thou fayft 
It is no longer ours |———Where is my father ? 
Pho. To thew thee too, how fate feems ev'ry way 
To guard thy fafety, e’en thy father now, 
Wert thou within his pow’r, would fland defeated 
Of his tyrannic vow. Thou knowt laft night 
What hope of aids flatter’d this foolith city ; 
At break of day th’ Arabian fcouts hadefeiz’d 
‘A fecond courier, and from him tis learn'd 
That on their march the army mutiny’d, © 


And Eutyches was flain. | a! 

Exud. And yet, that now ae 
Is of the leaft importance to my peace i 
But anfwer me; fay, where is now my ther ? 


Pho. Or gone, or juft preparing to depart. 
End, What! is our doom revers’d? And is he ther 
* The wretched fugitive ? oe 
5 » Pho 


fone it 


ag et WM ed 4. 


Te sited pamageus, ) 
Uppy: opueu nea aly" ‘maid? haw len 


To free thee, then, from ev yy anxious HirraeKt, 
Know, I’ve once more, wrong’d'as Tam, e’en fav'd 
Thy father’s threaten’d fe; nay, fav’d Damafeus 

_ Frown blood and flaughter; and from total ruin. 
Terms aré obtain’d, and general fteedom granted 
To all that will, to ‘eave in peace the city. 

Eud. 1st poflible—now tru me I could chide thee: 
'*Tis much unkind to hold: me thus in doubt 5 hike ty 
Ipr 'ythee clear thefe wonders, ' : 

Po. ? Twill furprize thee, 

When thou fhalt know— “4 
Bud, What? ott 
Pho. 'To what deadly alin 
Of horror and defpair, what cruel firaits 
Of agonizing thought I have been driv’n. 
| This night, ere my perplex’d bewilder’d foul ' 
Could find its way——thou faidft that thot wou “df 
I fear thou wilt; indeed Ihave donéthat | [chide ; 
I could have with'd t’ avoid— =but for a caufe” 
So lovely, fo belov’d 
_— Eud. What doft thou mean ? 
Vl not indulge a thought that thou conld'tt ae 
One act unworthy of thyfelf, thy honour,” 
And that firm zeal again{t thefe foes of Heav’n, 
Which won my heart at firft to fhate in all 
"Thy dangers and thy fame, and with thee mine. 
-'Fhou couldft not fave thy life by means inglorious. 
Pho, Alas! thou know’ft me not—T'm man, frail 


man, 
To error born} ‘and who, that’s man, is perfect ? 
To fave my life !  O no, well was it rifk’d ~ 
For thee! had it been loft, ’twére not too much, 
And thou but fafe ;—-O what wou’dit thou have faid, A 
“Tf I had rifk’d my foul to fave Eudocia ? 
- Eud. Ye Syecea no, be dumb—it cannot 


nd yet thy ae are chang’d, thy lips grow fale. 
hy doft thou thake ? Alas! I tremble too! 
a couldft not, haft not fworn to} Mahomet ? 
‘ Vou. I E Pei 
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Pho. No—I thould firft have dy’d—nay, giv’a up 


: thee. - : ; ane 

‘Eud. O Phocyas ! Was it well to try me-thus. ?—= 
And yet another deadly fear fucceeds. aces eth 
How came thefe wretches hither 2» Who reviv’d . - 
Their fainting arms to unexpected triumph ¢ 
For while thou fought’ft, and fought’ the chriftian 
i caufe,- SA SF POLS 
Thefe batter'd walls were rocks impregnable, 
Their towers of adamant. But O, I fear 
Some a&t of thine—— : 
- Pho. No more T’ll tell thee all; 
But pr’ythee do not frown on me, Eudocia ! 


_ I found the wakeful foe in midnight council 


Refolv’d ere day to make a frefh attack, 
Keen for revenge, and hungry after flaughter. 
Could my rack’d foul bear that, and think of thee ! 
Nay, think of thee expos’d a helplefs prey 
To fome fierce ruffian’s violating arms? . 
O, had the world been mine in that extreme 
J fhould have giv’n whole provinces away, 
Nay all——and thought it little for thy ranfom ! 
Exd, For this then—Oh—thouw haft betray’d the 
Dittruftfulin the righteous pow’rs above, [city ! 
That ftill prote&t the chafte and innocent : Me 
And toavert a feign’d uncertain danger, © - 
Thou haft brought‘certain ruin on thy country Lelie 
Pbo. Bs ee forger’ft the friendly terms ——the 
Wwordyet 3b. 9ae leet ee 
Which threaten’d to have fill’d the fireets with blood, 
J: fheath’d-in peace. 5. thy father, thou, and all 
The citizens are fafe, uncaptiv’d, free. : 
-Eud. Safe! free! O no——lile, freedom, evry 
good, BO MET ots Beat fs" 
Turns toa curfe, if fought by wicked means, 
Yet fore it cannot be! Are thefe the terms 
On which we meet ?—No—we can never meet 
On terms like thefe; the hand of-death itfelf 2 
Could not have torn us from each othex’s arms 
Like this dire a&t, this more than fatal blow ! 
in death, the foul and body only part — 


we 


To 
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To meet again, and be'divore’d no tore 5 
But now 
Pho. Ha! lightning Dlaft me! ftrike me, 
Ye vengeful bolts! if this is my reward! 
Are thefe'my hop’d for joys! Is this the welcome 
'The wretched Phocyas meets, from her he lov’d - 
More than life, fame---e’en to his foul’s isa Aida! ! 
Eud. Hadit thou not ‘help'd ag flaves of ‘Mahe- 
Whi irnet; 
To fpread their i jeaipioue! conquefts o’er thy ohintey 
What welcome was there in Evdocia’s power 
Sthe had witheld from Phocyas ? Batalas !! 
Tis thou Haft blafted all our joys for ever, 
And cut down hope, like'a Lee wile liv’d flower, 
Never to grow again! — 
Pho. Cruel Eudocia! * 
If in my heart’s deep anguith T’ve ie fie! d 
A while from: what I was doft thou reject me ?- 
’'Phink of the caufe 
Eud. ‘The caufe! There is no caufe ! 
Not univerfal nature could afford 
A caufe forthis.. What were dominion, pomp, 
The wealth of nations, nay of all the world, 
The world itfelf, or what a thoufand frerkdsy 
If weigh’d with "faith unfpotted, heav’nly truth, 
Thoughts free from guilt, the empire of the mind, 
And all the triumphs of a godlike breaft 
Firm and‘ unmovd in the great-caufe of virtue ? 
Phc. How hall I anfwer thee ?---My foul is aw’d, 
And trembling owns ‘th’ eternal force of reafon | 
~Butoh! can nothing then attone, or aR 
‘For pity from thee? °°» piaaky 
Exd. Cant thou yet undo 
The deed that’s done ; 3 recall the. time thath $ patt? ? 
O, call-back yefterday 5 ‘call back laft night, 
Tho’ with its fears, its dangers, its diftrets 5 
Bid the fair hours of innocence return, 
When, in the lowelt ebb of changeful fortune, 
Thou wert mote glorious in Eudocia’s eyes 
Than bag en a monarchs \.-But that Ce 
a4: | Ev2 +2 - , Ga 
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Pho. No more-—-thou waken’ft, in my tortur’d~ 
heart ese ia na isd 
The cruel, confcious' worm, that flings to madpefs. 
Oh, I’m undone !——1 know it, andjcan hear, =, 
To be undone for thee, but not to lofe thee. oY 
Eud. Poor wretch !---I,pity:thee !---but art thou 
oD becyess. .a.¢alyes ite Dread Rie 
The man I lov’d?—-I could haye dy’diwith thee,’ 
Ere thou didft,this ; then we had gone together, 
A glorious pair, and foar’d above the ftars, 5) 
Eright asthe ftars.themfelves; and as we pafs'd 
The heav’nly roads and milky waysiof light, ... a> 
Had heard the bleft inhabitants with wonder 
Applaud‘our fpotlefs love. , But.never, never); 
W ill L be made the curft reward of treafon, 
‘Tv feal thy doom, to bind a hellifh league, 
And to infure thy eyerlafling woe... : 
Phe. What league 2---’tis ended—I renounce it-— 
\ jioh yy tus So nti teho ees, Mpls, 
T bend to Heav’n.andthee——O thou divine, 
Thou matchlels image of all perfe&t goodnefs!. 
_ Do thon but pity yet the wretched-Phociags, ) 4 0-> A 
Heav’n will relent, and all may yetbe well os) co 
Eud. No--we smul.part.?fwill tk whole year 


To! purge away this guilt. Then do not think 7 Jr 
Thy lois in me is worth one dropping tear 5. 
But, ifthou wonldft be.reconcil’d to Heav’n, 
Firtt factifice to Heay’n that fatal paffion o 
Which, caus’d thy fall—Farewel: forget the loft--- 
But how thalil afk that?—— would haye faid,, | 
For thy foul’s peace, forget the loft. Budocia. «| 
Canft thou forget her ?—Oh}, the killing torture | 
To think ’twas love, excefs of love, divore’dus!*. | 
Farewel for——-ftill I cannot fpeak that word, 
Thefe tears fpeak for me---O farewel-——  [Exita 
Pho. [Raviggs) Pox-ever tia! ti 2 inci Weer Oe ORES 
Return, return and {peak it; fay, forever! 4. 7 
She’s gone——and now fhe joins the fugitives. 
And yet fhe did not quite-pronounce my doom———= 
© hear, all gracious Heay’g ! wilt thou at rape 
or- 


ee en! 
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Forgive, and O infpire me to fome at 
This day, that may in part redeem what’s pait ! 
Profper this day, or let it be my laft. nen Fs ae 


-omdND of the Toro Act, 


Ait x, Mr 
SCEN E, an open place in the Citys 
Bite, Caled and Daran Meeting . 


; edie te Mich cE Bo: i. 
OLDIER) what news? thou look’ft as thou wert 
angry. fs 
~ Dar. And durft I fay it, fo my chief I am. ° 
I’ve fpoke———if it offends, my head is thine, 
Take it, and 1 am filent. 
NS tGaie Nos fay ono teh oe | ti 
I know thee honeft, and perhaps I guefs 
What knits thy brow in frowns 
Dar, Is this, my leader, 
A conquer’d city ?——View yon vale of palms: 
Behold the vanquifh’d Chriftian triumphs ftill, 
Rich in his flight, and mocks thy barren war. 
Cal, The vale of palms! 
Dar. Beyond thofe hills, the place | 
Where they agreed this day to meet and halt, 
To gather all their forces ; there difguis’d, 
- Juft now I’ve view'd their camp---O, I could curfe | 
My eyes for what they’ ve feen. . 
Cat, What haft thou feen >) 9 1 | 
Dar, Why all Damafcus ;—All its fouls, its life, 
Its heart’s blood, all its treafure, piles of plate, 
Eke F dgeigheae ~ Crofa 
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Croffes enrich’d with. em, artas an nd dilks,. 
And vets of: gold, unfol a to bial a 4 : 
That rival all his, dure, cay hi a Shae ta 
CH How ! ? es £ bet AG qt > 
Dar.’TVis true. 
The bees are wifely. bearing oF thay: ahs 
And foon the empty hive will be our own. 
Cal. So forward too! Curfe on this foolith treaty. 
Der. Forward——it looks as they had been fore- 
warn’ 4d, 
By Mahomet, the land wears not the face 
Of war, buttrade? and thou wou’dft fwear its mer- 
Were fending forth theirloaded caravans [chants 
"fo all the neighbouring countries. __ . 
Cal. [ Afide.| Ha! this ‘flatts Ree 
A lucky thought of Mahomet’s firft exploit, 
When he purfu’d the caravan of Corafh, 
And from a thoufand mifbelieving flaves 
Wrefted their ill-heap'd goods, transferr’d to ise 
in holier hands, and propagate the faith; =r. > 
{To Daran.| *Tis faid, the emperor had a wardrobe 
Of cofily tilks.. : Py tra €o St srsi j tie DRA abtere 
Dar. That.too they have remov'd.. — = 
Cal. Dogs ! infidels | tis more than Iwas ali ide 
Dar. And thall id not purfue:t em= bbers ! 
thieves lees <2 ; epee wordt 
That fteal away <honiiliven tanh all. they?re worthy vy 
And wrong the valiant foldieriof this due... sot 
Cal. [ Afiae. The caliph hall pias this-—he thalh, 


. Abudah,- f PPS ao rs lofad 
This is thy coward nga balk renowncé, ite: ek 
Daran, we'll lop their march, apd steers \ te 
Dar. And ftvip {ito ail ert biceesS sae 
Cai. And kil. 4 as i Bs i Bs Pe | i 
Dar. That?s well. And rh: fer | -ashasy of 
Abudah’s chriftian- friend——= “1 yy ata al 


Cal. Tf poffible, 
He fhould not know of ithe. Noy nor, “Abadab.:. 
By thefeven heav’ns'! his fcul’s a chriftian toe, 
Ata tis by kindred inftingt: he: ite Fae £23 oh 


ax 


Our’ head and le ader,, 


x 
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Their, curfed, lives, ;and, taints; our cause. with Mercy 
ar. I knew my, general would not faffer this, ~ 

Therefore I’ve. troops. prepar’d without. the gate; : 

Jott. mounted for purfuit.;, Qur Arab horfe e ; 

Will in : few minutes reach the place ; yet fill - 

I muft repeat my doubts-.-that devil Phogyas 

Will know it foon---I met him near the gate, 

My nature fickens at ts and forebodes. 

I know not what. of ill... 

Cal, No more; away - 

With thy cold fears:--we'll march this vary anante 

And quickly make this thriftlefs conquett go 

The ik too.has been wrong ang thir $ es ‘lest 

ip LE xeunte 
SCENE, a igi full of teas ; pate and harnefs 


hying up and down amongft them. The profpect tere 
minating with spalin-trees and hills at a diflance. 


Ratanees with Officers, Attendants, and. Pree of 
“boob 5 #6 Pepple of Damatcus... 
Eun. [ Bntering.] Sleep: on---and arora be thy 
guard $=--foftflumber. |. 


44 ; sone 


“Has gently ftole her from her griefsa: while, : 


Let none approach the tent.---Are out-guards plac’ 
Os mander hills.) se to8e wwe [Fo an ap 
Of. They are. 

- Eum, {Striking b afs is brea. 7 ‘Damafeus t t ay st Sarr 

Still art thou here ?---Leti me €ntreat you, friends, : 

To keep ftri& order: T have no peek 

fas can but now.advife you. 
You are fill, 


248 OHPes Gi ys) 


if ‘Poke nol nf 
| a We Leone? ‘obey ¥ yous: ea SN 


3 Cit, We’re all prepar’d.to follow Yous 
Lym, 1 thank you. 
The fun will foon go down u tipon ‘our forrows, 
And eae dawn this is our home : 
Mean w each, as he.can, forget bis lofs, 
And bear the prefent | lot. aM " 6 


ee: Sir, Lhayemark’d 5 toc 11 : 
137 4 
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The camp’s extent :"tis ftretch’d quite thro’ the valley. 
I think that more than half the city’s here: os 
Eun. The profpectgivesmemuch relief. I’m pleas’d, 

My honeft countrymen, tv’ obferve ‘your numbers 5 
And yet it fills my eyes with tears---’Tis faid 
The mighty Perfian wept, when he furvey’d-* 
His numerous army, but to think them mortal 5. 
Yet he then flourith’d in profperity. 
Alas! what’s that ?---Profperity ! a harlot, 
That {miles but to betray 1 O fhining ruin ! 
Thou nurfe of ‘paffions, and thou bane-of virtue! 
O felf-deftroying imonfter ! ‘that art blind. - 
Yet putt’t out reafon’s eyes, that till fhould guide thee, 
Then plungeft down fome precipice unfeen, 

_ And art no more \..-Hear me, ' all-gracious heav’n ! 
Let me wear out my {mall remains of life 


Obfcure, content with humble poverty, .... 
Or in affidtion’s hard but wholefome {chool, 

Tf it muft be---1'll learn to know myfelf, Pe 
And that’s more worth than empire. But, O heav’n, 
Curfe me no more with proud profperity! = 

“Tt has undone me !---Herbis, where, my friend, 
Haft thou been this long hour ? aft 4 


“Enter Herbis. ap 


Herb. On yonderfummit, . | | 
To take a farewel profpeét of Damafcus. * 
Bum. Andis it worth alook? 9; ' 

Herb. No----I’ve forgot it. php omicel b 
All our poffeffions are a gtafp-of air: Tape 
We're cheated whilft we think we hold them fait, 
And when they’re gone, we know that they were no- 
But I’vea deeper wound. “ols” fthing. 
Eum. Poor goodold man!) > oat Ot ides eae 
*Tis true ;---thy fon---there thou’rt indeed unhappy- 


; Eater Attamom . ¢y- 
What Aitamon !---art thou here, too? 
Art. Yes, Sir. ney Pe ead 
I never boafted much of my religion, 


. 


© 


fer 


ei 
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Yet I’ve fome honour and-a foldies” 5, pride. 5 8 beats 
[like not thefe newlords. ETT + 
Eum. Thou’rt brave and honeft. ; 
Nay, we'll not yet defpair A time Mmaycome 4 
When from thefe brute barbarians we may wreft’ 
Once more our pleafant feats.---Alas ! how foon, 
The flatterer hope is ready with his fong ee 
To charm us to forgetfulnefs \.--No more--- - 

Let that be left to heav’n 3---See, Herbis, fee, 
Methinks we've here a goodly city yet! 
af it not thus our great Notetattors liv’d, 

[n better. Times---in) humble fields and tents, 
With all their flocks and herds, their moving wealth ?) 
See too! where our own Pharphar winds his Srgaphy 
Thro” the long vale, as Af to follow sus, , ; 
And kindly offers his cool wholefome draughts, — ; 
To eafe us in.our march ! Why this is plenty. 


Seer 


* Enter Eudocia, i 


Eum.My daughter !.--wherefore haft thou left os 
What breaks fo foon thy reft?. [tent,. 
Exd, Reft is not there, 4 
Or I have fought i in Vain, and:cannot find it, 

Oh no---we’re ae hee ans our doom: yr acy - 
rhere is no reft foryus.:, a gape 
Exum, Thou art not well. ‘ ik 

Exd. I would, if poflible, area sit bof bias eat 
’m better now, near you. 4 bactokis 
Eum, Near me !—alas;”" - cues 
The tender vine fo wreaths 4 its folded Ast ivatl 
Around fome falling elm !—It.- wounds any. heat | rat 
Co think-thou followeft but to far PTV wRA 
re Waste re best + dei it 
Eud. O fa notfos .. .. 3 
You have tof nothittg no-ryou bate aie, wit 
‘mmortal wealth, your “faith, inviolate. 
Co heav’n and to your.country, .. Have. ion not. 
\efus’d to join with prof yous Wicked men, 
And hold ye them a fa}{e inglorious asain fut 
oes is yonder, i in Damafcus now mite a 
@ 


ae 
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The feat abhorr’d of curfedinfidels. ah 
Infernal error, like a plague, has {pread ~ 
Contagion thro’ its guilty palaces, 
And we are fled from death. 
Eum. Heroic maid ! 
Thy words are balfam to my griefs. Eudocia, — _ 
I never knew theetill this day ; I knew not 
How many virtues I had wrong’d inthee. © 
Eud. If you talk thus you have not yet forgiv’n me. 
Eum. Forgiv’n thee !---Why, for thee it is, thee’ 
only, ey sa ‘ 
IT think, hehv'n get may look with:pityon us; 


My child !---I meant not to ptovoke thy tears. “*~ ~~ 
‘Eud. {Afide.] O why ishe not here? Why dol fee 
Thoufands of happy wretches, that but feem ; 
Undone, yet flill are bleft in innocence, ~ | 
And why was he not one ? t a 


Enter an Officer... 


1 Of, Whereis Eumenes'2°'7 "2 
- _Eum. What means thy breathlefs hafte? 

1 Of. I fearthere’sdanger: 
Foras I kept'my watch, Ifpy’d afar 
Thick clouds of duft, and ona nearer view 
Perceiv’d a body of Arabian horfe= © 7" = 
' Moving this way. I faw them wind the hill, ~° — 

And then loft fight of ’em. aes eg. 8 

Herb. Ifaw’em, too, ~~~ fist pvt vee 
Where the roads meet on t’other fide thefe hills, | 
But took them for fome band of chriftian Arabs . 
Croffing the country.—This way did they move?” 

1 Of. With utmoft fpeed. ‘ , sit 

Eum, ¥f they are chriftian ‘Arabs? : 9 20G 1 Sige ee, 3 
They come as friends ; ifother, we’refecure 
By the lateterms. Retire a while, Eudotia,” °° 
Til} Lreturn, i eae cone ide) 


itn 
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_ Tl to the guard myfelf.. 
Soldier, lead on the way. 


Eised another Officer. ; 


2 OF. Arm, arm ! we're ruin’d! 
The-foe is in. the camp. . 

Eum:. Sofoon ! 

2 Of. They’ve quitted ; 
Their horfes, and with fword in hand have forc’d 
Our guard ; they fay they come for plunder. 

Eum. Villains! 

Sure Caled knows not. of this treachery. 2,-41 

Come on—we can fight ftill. We'll make ’em es 

What ’tisto urge the wretched to defpair. . [Exeuzt. 
[A noife of fighting is heard for fome tintes 


Enter Daran qwith a party of Saracen Soldiers. 


’ Dar. Let the fools fight at-diftance—Here’s the 
harveit. 
Reap, reap, my countrymen !—Ay, there—firft — P 
Thofe further tents-——— , 
[EBxeunt Soldiers bearing of bapeage, &c Ce 
[Looking yan the ents.) What! 3 here, a woman— 
air HEE. WM: 
She feems, and well attir’d Ie fall be: fo, 
Vl ftrip her firft, and then= 
3 oe and returns swith Bredabin 
Eud, [frugeli ercy !_O {pare me ! 
Help, ‘ake fe “ant What, no help !:-=. Barbarian ! 
Montfter ! 
-Heav’n hear my cries. « 
Dar. Woman, thy cries are vain, 
No ne is near. 


Enter Phocyas. 


Pho, Villain, thouly’ft ! take that — 
To loofe thy hold—___[ Pwhing at him with his fpear, 
| Dar. What, thou? my evil fpirit ! 
Ts’t the ph haune'tt me ftill sis ey thus thank thee, 
- 2. > (Offering to frrike x with his gee. ; 
ht ; 


63 FeSIEGE oo DAMASCUS, 
Tt will not be—Lightning forever blaft = a 
This coward arm that fails me !|+O, vile Syrian, [Fads. — 
I’m kill’d—O curfe—— ; [Diese 
Pho. Die then; thy curfes choak thee!———-_- 
Eudocia ! Pemsit Oi SVEg! BEI 5 AG 
Eud. Phocyas ! O aftonifhment ! » 
‘Then is it thus that heav’n has heard my pray’fs 2. 
I tremble ftill—and fcarce have power to afk thee = 
How thou ‘art here, or wheitce this fudden outrage? 
Pho. (Walking. afide.} The blood ebbs back that’ 
fill’d my heart, andnow “+ * : 
_ Again her parting farewel awesmy foul, 
Asif ’twere fate, and not to be revok’d. 
Will the not now upbraid me ? See thy friends ! 
Are thefe,. are thefe the villains thou haft trufted ? 
Eud, What means this murmur’dforrow to thyfelf? 
Is it i vain that thou haft refcu’d me ~ 1) 
From favage hands?—Say; what’s th’ appfoaching 
danger $04 
_, Pho. Sure ev’ry arigel watches o’er thy fafety u 
"Thou fee’ft tis death approach thee without awes. ; 
And barbarifm itfelf carinot profane thee. 
End. Thoudot not anfwer, whenceare thefe alarms? 
Pho. Some ftores remov’d, and not allow’d by 


treaty, — inna 

Have drawn the Saracens to makeafearchs — 
Perhaps twill quickly be agreed—But Oh! 
Thou know’ft, Eudocia, I’m abanifh’d man, 
And tis a crime I’m here once more. before thees 
Elfe, might I fpeak, ‘twere better for the prefent 
Tf thou wouldft leave this place. 5 

Exd. No——I've a father, , i 
(And fhall I leave him ?) whom weboth hare wrong’d, 
Or he had not been. thusdriv’n out, expos’d | 
‘The humble tenant of thisthelt'ring vale = 
For one poor night’s repofe. And yet, alas! 
For this laft a@ how would I thank thee, Phocyas !— 
T’ve nothing now but pray’rs.and teats to give, . 
Cold fruitleis thanks—But ’tis fome comfort yet 
"That fateallows this fhiort reprieve, that thus 


We 
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We may behold each other, and onte more 
May mourn our woes, ere yet we part- 

- Pho. Forever! 

?Tis then refalv’d. it was thy cruel fentence, 

And i am here to execute that doom. 

EExd, What doft thou mean ? 

Pho, { Kueeling.| Thus at thy feet-——— 

Eud, O rife! - 

Pho. Never—No, here I’lllay my burthen down ; 
Tve try’d its weight, nor can fupport it longer. 
Take thy laft look; if yet thy eyes can bear 
To look upon a wretch accurit, caft off 
By Heav’n andthee—A little longer yet, 

And Iam mingled with my kindred duft, 

_By thee forgotten and the.world 

Lud, Forbear, 

O cruel man! Why wilt thouwrack me thus? 

‘Didft thou not mark—thou didft, when lait we parted, 
The pangs, the ftrugglings of my fuffering foul; 
That nothing but the hand of Heay’n itfelf 
Gould e’er divide me from thee ?—Doft thou now 
-Reproach me thus! or can’{tthou have a thought 
That I can e’er forget thee? 

Pho. {Rifing.) Have a care! 

T’ll not betortur’d more with thy falfe pitv? 

No, I renounce it. See J am prepar’d. 

AE Ob ge fee. . [Shewing a Dagger. 
Thy cruelty is'‘mercy now ——Farewel. — a 
And death is now bit a releafe from torment. 

‘Eud. Hold—Stay thee yet—O madnefs of defjair! 

And wou’dft thoudie? Think, ere than leapthe gulph, 
When thou hat trod that dark, that unknown way, 
Cant thou return ? What if the change prove worfe, 
O think, if then 

Pho, No——thought’s my deadlieft foe ; 

Tis lingering racks, and flow confuming fires, _ 

And therefore to the grave I'd fly tofhun it. 

“ Lud. (0) fatal error— -Like a reftlef$ ghoft, 

i will purfue and haunt thee ftill ; e’en there, 
Perhaps ih forms more frightful, Death’s a name 

Viet. 1. age : By 


; 


ma 
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By which poor gueffing mortals are deceiv’d, 

*Tis no where to.be found, , Thou fly’ftin vain 

From life, to meet again with that thou fly’ft.-. > 

How wilt thou curfe thy rafhnefs then ? How ftart, © ~ 

And fhudder, and thtink back ?. yet how avoid ° 

To put on thy new being? #0) 1 tudedar 7 a ae 
Pho. So Tthank thee? : i! 

For now I’m quite undone—TI gave up al 

For thee before; but this; this bofom friend, 


My laft referve—There— [Throws away the Dagger. ; 


‘Tell menow, Eudocia, Wk ae 

Cut off from hope, deny’d the'food of life, . 

And yet farbid'to die, what am I now? 

Or what will fate do with me?" ** yan Pd 
Eud. Oh- , [Turns away weeping. 
Pho. Thou weep it! — 

Canft thou fhed tears, and yet not melt to-mercy ?, 

-O fay, tre yet returning madnefs feize me, 

Is there in al] futurity no profpect, . 


No diftant comfort ? Not a glimmering of light). ” 


To guide me thro’ this maze? Or muft 1 now 
Sit down in darkuefs and defpair for ever ? 

[ Here they both continue filent for fome time. 
Still thou art filent ?—-Speak, difclofe my doom, 
That’s now fufpended in this awful moment ! 
O {peak——for now my paflions wait thy voice : 
My beating heart grows calm, my blood ftands flill, 
Scarcely I live, or only live to hear thee, 


Eud. Vf yet, —but can it be ?—I fear—O Phocyas,” 


Let me be filent fill! 
Pho. Hear then this laft, 
This only prayer ! 
Let me but follow thee, where-e’er thou goeft, 
Bui fee thee, hear thy voice’; be thou my angel, 
‘To guide and govern my returning fteps, 
*Till iong contrition and unweary’d duty 
Shall expiate my guilt, Then fay, Eudocia, 
Tf like. a joul anneal’d in purging fires, 
After whole years thou feeft me white again, 
When thou, ev’n thou fhait think 
f; ‘ - End. 


Heav’n will confent to'this. © 


, 


my 
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Exd. No more---This thakes 
My firmeft thoughts, and if--- 

[ Here @ cry is heard of i Sraugbtered i in the camp. 
--- What fhrikes of death ! 
I fear the treacherous foe---Again! and louder! 
Then they've begun a fatal harvelt !---Hafte,. 
Prevent--O wouldft thou fee me more with comfort, 
Fly, fave ’em, fave the threaten’d lives of chriftians, 
My father and his friends !—I dare not {tay 
Heav’n be my guide to hun this gathering ruin. - 

[ £ezt Endocia. 


Enter Caled. 
Cal. [ Entering.) So—Slaughter, do thy work ! 
--Thefe hands loook well. [Looking on hishands. . 


_ The jovial hunter, ere he quits the field, 


Firft figns him in the ftag’s warm vital ttream 


- With ftains like thefe, to thew "twas gallant {port. 


- Didft thou not peat 


 Falfe to thy firft and to thy latter vows ! 


cee ict ! Thou’rt met--But whether thou art here 
[Comes forward. 
A fiend or foe I know not ; if a friend, 
Which is Eumenes’ tent ? 
Pho, Hold,—>pafs no further. d 
Cal. Say’ thou, not pafs ? f 
Pho, No——on thy life no further. 
‘Cal. Whar, doft thou frown topirn fore thou know’ tt . 
ine not! : 
Pho. Not ada thee tra es, too well. I know thee 


.@) rheinees fiend ! ! Why all this wae of blood? 


Cal. Promife !—Infolence! aly 
Tis well, ’tis well—for now I know thee too. 
Perfidious mungrel flave! Thou double traitor ! 
Villain! ; 

Pho. That’s well—go on—I fwear. 1 thank chen 


Speak it again, and {trike it thro” my. ear! 
_A villain! Yes, thou mad’ft me fo, thou devil | 
And mind’ft me now what to demand from thee. 


Give, give me back my former felf, my honour, 
} F 2 
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My country’s fair efteem, my friends, 'my all— 
- Thou canit not—O thow robber 1iGive whe then i 
Revenge; or déath! The iaft I well deferve,» 
That yielded up HOF foul’s beft wealth to thee, 
For which accurft bé thou, and curft thy prophet 
Cal. Hear’ft- thou this, Mahomet PRE Na 
mouth! = 
For this thou foon thalt chew the bitter Fate 
Of Zacon’s tree, the food of fiends below. 
Go——fpeed thee thither= 
{? upping at him with his Lance, avbich Pine 
; puts by, and kills bim< bp AA 
Pho. Go thou firt thyfelf~ 
Gaile EP amine) O dog! Thou gnaw’ ft it beat tones 
: falfé Mahomet ! 
Is this, i8 shia then my reward for—O— £ Dies! 
Bast Phocyas: 


Several parties of Chriftians and Sareces py over the 
further end of the Stage fighting, The former are 
beaten. At laf? Eumenes rallies thents ate makes a 
frand. Then enter Abudah attended. . 
Abu, Forbear, forbear, and fheath the bleed fitord! 14 
- Eum. Abudah’! ig this well ? 
Abu, No =I mutt own ‘ 
You’ve caufe.—O Muffulmans, ioete here! Behold 
Where, like a broken fj ees yom of war. 
Is thrownto earth ; ~ 
Eud, Fa | Caled 3 Be ie 
‘Abu. Dumb and breathlefs. 
Then thus has Heav’n chaftis’d us in thy fal, 
And thee for violated faith. Farewell, 
Thou great, but cruel man ! 
- Eum. This thir of blood 
In his own blood is quench’d. ~ 
Abu, Beat hence his clay ; 
Back to Damafeus, - Caft'a mantle fet oo8 
-O’er this fad fight: fo fhould we hide his faults—= 
Now hear, ye fervants of the prophet, hearf 
A ane death than this demands your tears, 


ce 
. 
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For know, your lord the caliph isno more ! 
_ Good Abubeker has breath’d out his fpirit 
To him that gave it. Yet your Caliph lives, 
Lives now in Omar. See, behold his fignet, 
Appointing me, fuchis his will, to lead. 
His faithful armies warring here in Syria. 
Alas !—foreknowledge fure of this event 
Guided his choice !—Obey me then your chief. 
For you, O chriftians! know, with {peed I came, 
On the firft notice of this foul defign, 
Or to prevent it, or repair your wrongs. 
Your goods fhall be untouch’d, your perfons fafe, 
Nor fhall our troops, henceforth, on pain of death. 
Moleft your march.—If more you afk, ’tis granted. 
Eum, Still juft and brave ! thy virtues would adorn 
- A purer faith ! Thou, better than thy fect, 
_ . That dar’ ft decline from that to acts of mercy ! 
’ Pardon, Abudah, if thy honeft heart 
_ Makes us.e’en wifh thee ours. _ 
>... Abu, [Afide.| O. Power Supreme,’ 
_* That mad’{t my heart, and know’ ft its inmoft frame!’ 
If yet Lerr, O lead me into truth, 
Or pardon unknown error !—Now, Eumenes, .; - . 
Friends as we may be, let us partin peace... 
; [ Exeunt federally, 
_ Enter Eudocia and Artamon. 
| . Eud. Alas ! but is my father fafe ? 
4rt. Heav’n knows.  — ,4 
_ IT left him juft preparing to engage ; ; 
. Wen doubtful of th’ event he bade me hafte 
| | To warn his deareft daughter of the danger, 
_ And aid your fpeedy flight. . 
: Eud. My flight ! but whither? 
O no—if he is loft 


: Art. [hope not fo. , b Pa) 

_ The noifeis ceas’d. Perhaps they’re beaten off. 

| Wefoon fhall know ;—here’s one that can inform us. _ 

| & ;  Enier firft Officer. 

| Soldier, thy looks fpeak eo What fays thy tongue ?. 
. es f * 


oe . 
 . : a 
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1 Off. The foe’s withdrawn ; Abudah has been liere, 


- And has renew’d the terms. Caled is kill’d-—— 


Art. Hold—firft, thank heav’n. for that! 
Eud. Where is Eumenes.? 


1 Of. I left him well; by his command I came : 


To fearch you out 5 andlet you know this news. - 


_Pve more; but that—— 


Art. Isbad, perhaps, fofays 
This fadden paufe, Well, be it fo;. let’s know its 


_ *Tis but life’s checquer’d lot. 


1 Of. Euménes mourns -, 
A friend’s unhappy fall; Herbis is lain; =~ 
A-fettled gloom feem’d to-hang heavy on him, ~ 
Th’ effect of grief, ’tis thought, for his loft fon. 
When, on the fir artack, like one that fought 


The welcome mieans of death, with defperate valour _ 
” He prefs’d the foe, and met the fate he with’d. . 


Art. See, where Eumenes comes !—-What’s. this? 
He feems if J 


"To lead fome wounded friends--Allas! ?tig--- 5 
ike : | They withdraaito onesfide of the fage. > 


Enter Eumenes. leading in Phoeyas with an arrow ik 


; : his breaft. 
* Ejm. Give me thy wound! OI could bearit for 
thee, ; : ? : 

This goodnefs melts my heart, What, inamoment, 

Forgetting all thy wrongs, in kind.embraces 

T’exchange forgivenefs thus:} mA 
Pho. Momentsarefew, 0» |” 

And mutt not ndw be waited. O Eumenes, 

Lend me thy helping handa little farther + 


’ Eum. Look, look here, Eudocia! — 


* Behold a fight that calls for all our tears. 


¥ 


End, Phocyas,and wounded !+--Owhat cruelhand--= 
Pho. No, ?twas-a-kind, éne --- Spare thy tears, 
 fudociat : 
For mine are tears of joy.---" 


O where, where is fhe ? [They adwance. 


~  £ad, Ts’t poflible ? Ries ¥ 
‘ as Sabra Pho. 
A / 


te 
‘ews 
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 Phov *Tis done-«-the pow’rs fupreme have heard 
aS _ my pray’r, Lie 
And profper’d me with fome fair deeds this day. 
I’ve foughtonce more, and for my friends, my countrys 
By me the treacherous chiefs are flain ; a while 
I ftopp’d the foe, till, warn’d by me before 
Of this’ their fudden march, Abudah came ; 
But firft this random fhaft had réeach’d my, breatt. | 
Life’s mingled {cene-is o’er—’tis thus that Heav’n 
-At once chaftifes, and I hope, accepts me ; : 
And now I wake.as from the fleep of death. 
Eud, What thall I fay to thee to give thee comfort ? 
Pho, Say only thou forgiv’ft me—O Eudocia ! 
~ No longigghowe my dazzled eyes behold thee 
Thro’ paffion’s mifts; my foul now gazes on thee, 
And fees thee lovelier in unfading charms, 
Bright as the fining angel hoft that flood! 
Whilft I—but there it {marts—— 
Eud. Look down; look down, 
Ye pitying pow’rs! and help his pious forrow ! 
._ Buin, *Tis not too'late, we hope, to give thee help, 
See! yonder is my tent; we'll lead thee thither ; 
Coie, enter there, and let thy wound be drefs’d. 
Perhaps it is not mortal. 
Pho. No! not mortal! 
No flattery now. By all my hopés hereafter, 
For the world’s empire I’d notlofe this death! — «- 
Alas! I but keep in my fleeting breath - + 
A few fhort moments, till I have conjur’d you 
That to the world you witnefs my remorfe 
For my paft errors, and defend my fame. 
- For know—foon as this pointed fteel’s drawn out 
_ Life follows thro’ the wound. 
~ Eud, What doft thou fay ? r 
~ O touch not yet the broken fprings of life! 
. A thoufand tender thoughts rife in my foul, 
How hall I give them words ?, Oh, till this hour 
~ I fcarce have tafted woe !+——this is indeed 
‘To part——but Oh . 
_ ~ Pho. No more—death is now painful ! 
- But fay, my friends, whilft Ihave breath to afk, 
Feet 4 - (For 
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_ (Eor ftill methinks all your concerns are mine)” 9 
Whither have you defign’d to bend your journey ? 
Lum. Conftantinopleis my laft retreat, 
If Heay'n indulge my with; there I’ve refolv’d - 
To wear outthe dark winter of my life, f 
An old man’s ftock of days, I hope not many. 
Eud. There will I dedicate myfelf to Heav’n. 
© Phocyas, for thy fake, no rival elfe 
Shalle’er poffefs my heart. My father too 
Confents to this my vow. My vital flame 
There, like a taper onthe holy altar, 
_ Shall wafte away ; till Heav’n relenting hears 
Inceffant pray’rs for thee and for myfelf, 
_ And wing my foul to meet with thine in blifé. 
_ For in that thought | find a fudden hope, 
As if infpir’d, {fprings in my breaft, and tells me 
That thy repenting frailty ‘is forgiv’n, 
And we thall meet again, to part no more. ah 
Pbo. [Plucking out the Arrow.) Then allis done—_ 
~ "twas the laft pang——at length 
I’ve giv’n up thee, and the world now is—nothing. 
Eum. Alas! he falls. Help, Artamon, fupport him. 
Look how he bleeds! Let’s lay him gently down ; 
Night gathers faft upon him---fo---look up, \ 
Or fpeak, if thou haft life---Nay then---my daughter ! 
She faints---Help thete, and bear toher tent. 
’ [Eudocia is carry’d off. 
Art. [Weeping afide.| I thank ye, eyes ! This is but 
ieils decent tribute. E 
My heart was full before. ° 
Lum. O Phocyas, Phocyas ! 
Alas! he hears not now, nor fees my forrows ! 
Yet will I mourn for thee, thou gallant youth ! 
As for a fon---fo let me call thee now ! 
A much-wrong’d friend ! andan unhappy hero ! 
A fruitlefs zeal, yet all I now can fhew! = 96 4&2 
Tears vainly flow for errors learnt too late, 9 7" 95 
When timely caution fhould prevent our fate. = 
f [ Eaeunt Omnes. 4 
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VE, Sirs ; you've feen, his paffion to approves 
A defperate lover give up ail for love, — N 

All but his faith,—Methinks now I can’ fpy, “ 

Among you airy fparks, fome who would ery, 

Phoo, pox,—for that what need of fuch a pother ? 

For one faith left, he would have got another. 

Vrue: twas your very cafee Fuft what you fay, 

Our rebel fools were ripe for, P other day ; 

Tho’ difappointed now, theyre wifer grown, — 

And with much grief—are forc’d to keep their own. 

Thefe generous madmen gratis fought their ruin, 

And fet no price, not they! on their undoing. 

For gain, indeed, weve others would uot dally, } 


Or with frale principles fand fbilli—fball I— 
You ll find all their religion in Change-Ally, 
There all purfue, by hetter means or worfe, 
Lago’s rule, ** Put money in thy purfe.” 
For tho’ you differ frill in fpeculation, 
For why—each head is wifer than the nation, — 
Tho? points of faith for ever will divide-you, 
And bravely you declare—none eer foall ride yous 
In prattice all agree, and every man, 
Devoutly frives to get what wealth he can: 
All parties at this golden altar bow, d 
Gain, pow’ rful gain’ s the new religion now. ‘ 
But leave we this—Since in this circle fmile 
So many foining beauties of our ifle, 4 
Who to more generous ends direét their aim, 
And fhew us virtue in its faireft frame ; 
To thefe with pride the author bid me fay, g 
*Tavas for your fex he chiefly wrote this play ; 
And if in one bright charadter you find 
- Superior honour, and anoble mind, 2 
Know from the-tife Eudocia’s charms he drew, 
And hopes the piece foall live, that copies you. 
_ Sure of fuccefi, he cannot mifs bis end, 
ev'ry Britifb heroine prove his friend, 
el — BAL Ps 
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* Long publithed by JOHN BELL. 


fi DWARD and ELEON ORA, a Tra- 

gedy as it is performed at the Theatre- -Royal, 

pias Garden. Written by Tuomson, and altered 
by Taps Hut.! Price 1s, 


The PRODIGAL SON, an. Oraro- 


RIO$ written by Mr. Hutt, Ag Covent-Garden 
Theatre, and fet to mafic by Dr, ARNotp,. A new 
and improved edition, as it was performed, with uni- 
verfal applaufe, at the late-inftallation at Oxford ; 

_ and embellifhed with a beautiful engraving fa 
to thedubje&. Price 1. 


RICHARD PLANTAGENET, a Le- 


_ gendary Tale; writen by Mr Hurt, who his taken 
_ uncommon pains in felecting every curious particu- 
lar in his power, that might tend to confirm the au- 
thenticity of the ftory, which is founded on a or 
fingular and pathetic event. 
fr. Sherwin has finifhed the embellifhment, un- 
der the immediate infpeétion of the celebrated Bar- 
ToLozzt, in a ftile that will attract critical approba- 
tion. The fubject is an affecting interview between 
\ two principal Charaéters in the Poem, and the effect 
muft irrefiftibly pleafe every judicious eye. Quarto, 
on very large fine paper. 2s. 6d. . 


The ADVANTAGES of REPEN- 
- TANCE; a Moral Tale, attempted in blank verfe, 
and founded on the Anecdotes of a private Family, 
a By Tuomas Hurt. The fecond Edition. Price 18. 


THE FRIENDS ; ; or Original Letters 
of a perfon deceafed ; now firft publithed from the 
manufcript in his correfpondent’s hands In two 
ne price 6s.- bound. a, 
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BOOKS publifhed by JOHN BELL. « 


The Hiftory of Sir WILLIAM HAR- 
RINGTON, written in the year 1756, and xevifed 
and correéted by the late Mr. RicHarpson, author . 
of Sir Charles Grandifon, Clariffa, &c, fir publithed 
in 1771, fince which time it has met withavery fuc- 
cefsful fale, and- acquired a degree of eftimation, 
only to be equalled by Mr. Richardfon’s works, to 
which thefe volumes have been generally recommend- 
edas a valuable fupplement. ‘The fecond edition, in 
four neat volumes. Price ros. fewed. ; 


GENUINE LETTERS from.a GEN-. 
TLEMAN to a YOUNG LADY, his pupil, calcu- 
4ated to form the Tafte, regulate the Judgment, and 
improve the Morals: Written fome years fince, now 

~ firft revifed and publithed, with Notes and Illuitra- 
tions. By Mr. THomas Hutt, of the Theatre-Royal, 
Covent-Garden. -In two neat volumes, price 6s. 
fewed. 3 


FREE THOUGHTS on Sepvuerion, 
Aputtery and Divorce ; with Reflection on the 
Gallantry of Princes, particularly thofe of the Blood- 
Royal.of England. Price gs. 3d. in boards. 

“ In this performance, there are many pertinent 
+ and acute obfervations. - It is intended to reprefs- 
*¢ the licentioufnefs of the times; and the correc-. 
* tion it applies to the low vices of one of the high- 
“eft perfonagesin the kingdom, difcovers the inde- 
* pendent fpiritof the author. 


ISABELLA ; or the Rewards of Gooi- 
Nature. A fentimental Novel. Intended chiefly to 
‘convey united’ Amufement and Inftru€tion to the 
“Fair-Sex. . By the author of the Benevolent Man, 
and. the Hiftory of Lady Anne Neville. Two vo- 

-. lumes, price 6s. Fash i : 
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To Her Grace the 


Ducuess of Montague. 


Manpam, 


Bl Bice tragedy, which I do myfelf the honour to de- 


dicate to your Grace, is formed upon an original, 
which paffes for the moft finifhed piece, in this kind 
of writing, that has ever been produced in the French: 
language. The principal a¢tion and main diftrefs of 
the play is of fuch a nature, as feems more immediately 
to claim the patronage ofa lady: And, when I confider 
the great and fhining characters of antiquity, that are 
celebrated in it, I am naturally direéted to infcribe it 


_ te a perfon, whofe illuftrious father has, by a long 


feries of glorious aGtions, (for the fervice of his country, 
and in defence of the liberties of Europe,) not only fur- 
pafied the generals of his own time, but equalled the. 


_ greateft heroes of former ages. ‘The name of Heétor 


could not be more terrible among the Greeks, than that 

of the duke of Marlborough has been to the French, 
The refined tafte you are known to have in all enter- 

tainments for the diverfion of the public, and the pecu- 


_. li:rlife and ornament your prefence gives to all aflem- 


blies, was no fmall motive to determine me in the choice 


- of my patronefs.. The charms that thine out in the per-. 


| 
i 


fon of your Grace, may convince every one, that there 
is nothing unnatural in the power which isafcribed to the 
-beauty of Andromache. 

Az The 


[ 4). 

The ftri€t regard I have had to decency and good - 
manners throughout this work, is the greateft merit I pre- 
tend to plead in favour of my prefumption ; and is, 1 am 
fenfible, the only argument that can recommend it moft 
effectually to your protection. 


lam, 
- with the greateft refpect, 
Madam, 
your Grace's mott humble, 
and moft obedient fervent, i a4 


AMBROSE PHILIPS. 


PREs 
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roe dea EA Ok 


1‘ all the works of genius and invention, whether in 
. verle or profe,; there are in general but three manners 
of ftyle; the one fublime, and full of majefty; the other 
fimpie, natural, and eafy; and the third, fwelling, forced, 
and unnatural, An injudicious affectation and fublimity 
is what has betrayed a great many authors into the latter; 
notconfidering that veal greatne{s in writing, as well as 
in manners, confifts in an unaffected fimplicity, The 
true fublime does not lie in {trained metaphors and the 
pomp of words, but rifes out of noble fentiments and 
firong images of nature; which will always appear the 
more confpicuous, when the language does not iwell to 
hide and overfhadow them. 

Thefe are the confiderations that have induced me to 
‘write this tragedy in a ftyle very different from What has 
been ufually practifed amongft us in poems of this nature, 
I have had the advantage to copy after a very great 
mafter, whofe writings are defervedly admired in all paris. 
otf Europe, and whofe excellencies are too well known to 
the men of letters in this nation, to ftand in need of any 
any fartherdifcovery of themhere. If I have been able 
to keep up to the beauties of Monfieur Racine in my at- 
tempts, and to do him no prejudice in the liberties I have 
taken frequently to vary from fo great a poet, I fhall have 
no reafon to be diffatisfied with the labour it has coft me 
to bring the compleateft of his works upon the Englifh 
ftage. 

i thall trouble my readerno farther, than to give him 
fome fhort hints relating to this play, from the pretace of 
the French author. The following lines of Virgil mark 
out the fcene, the action, and the four principal aétors in 
this tragedy, together with their diftinét characters ; ex- 
cepting that of Hermione, whofe rage and jealouty is 
fufficiently paintedin the Andromache of Euripides. 

Littoraque Epiri legimus, portuque fubimus 

Chaonio, et celfam Buthroti afcendimus urbem— | 

Solemues cum forte dapes, et trifia dona 

‘ Ag Libabat 


Libabat cineri Andromache, mane/que.vocabat 
Heétoreum ad tumulum, viridi quem cefpite inanem, 
Et geminas, canfam lachrymis, facraverat aras— 
Defecit vultum, et demiffa voce locuta ef: 
O felix una ante alas Priameia virgo, 
Hoftiiem ad tumulum, Troe fub menibus alts 
Fufia mori! que fortitus non pertulit ullos, 
Nec wittoris heri tetigit captiva cubile. ey 
Nos patria inconfa, diverfa per equora vette, . 
Stirpis Achillee fafius, suvenumque fuperbum, 
Servitio enixce tulimus, qui deinde fecttus 
Ladeam Hermionem, Lacedemoniofque hymenzos— 
Aft illum erepte magno inflammatus amore menk4 
Conjugis, et fcclerum furits agitatus Orefles 
Excipit incautum patria/que obtruncat ad aras. 

/ Wire. Ain. Libs iti. 


The great concern of Andromache, in the Greek poet, 

~ is for the life of Molcffus, a fon fhe had by Pyrrhus. 
But it is more conformable to the general notion we form 
of that princefs, at this great diftance of time, to repre- 
fent her as the difconfolate widow of Hector, and to fup- 

’ pofe her the mother only of Aftyanax. Confidered in this 
light, no doubt, the moves our compaffion much more ef~ 
fe&tually, than fhe could be imagined to do in any diftrefs , 
for a fon by afecond hufband. : 

Inorder to bring about this beautiful incident, fo ne- 
ceflary to heightenin Andromache the character of a ten- 
der mother, an affectionate wife, and a widow full of ve- 
neration for the memory of her deceafed hufband, the 
lifeof Aftyanax is indeed a little prolonged beyond theterm 
fixed to it by the general confent of the ancient authors, 

\ But fo long as there’ is nothing improbable in the fuppo-— 
fition, a judicious critic will always be pleafed when he 
finds a matter of fact (efpecially fo far removed in the 
dark and fabulous ages) falfified, for the embellithment of 
a whole poem. \ Bi : 
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PRO. 


3") 
PROLOGUE, written by Mr. STEELE, 


SINCE fancy by itfelf is loofe and vain, 
The wift, by rules, that airy power reftrains 
They think thefe writers mad, who at their eafe 
Coney this houfe and audience where they pleafe: 
Who Nature’s fated diftances confound, 
And make this [pot all foils the fun goes round: 
Tis nothing, when a fancy'd fcene’s in view, 
To Ship from Covent-Garden to-Peru. 
But shakefpeare’s felf tranfure/?d; and fball each ff, 
Each pig genius, quote great Shake/peare’s felf t 
What critic dares preftribe what?s juft and fit, 
Or mark out limits for fuch boundlefs wit ! 
Shakefpeare could travel thro’ earth, fea, and air, 
And paint out all the powers and wonders there. 
dn barren defarts he makes Nature file, 
And gines us.feaftsin his Enchanted Ifle. 
Our author does his feeble force canfe/s, 
Nor dares pretend fuch merit to tran[gre/s 5 
| Does not fuch Joining gifts of genius /bare, 
' And therefore makes propriety his care. 
Your treat with fiudied decency heferves ; 
Not only rules of time and place preferves, 
| But firives to keep his charaéter imtire, 
With French correctnefi, and with Britifb fires 
Thispiece, prefented ina foreign tongue, we! 
When France was glorious, and her monarch young, 
An hundred times a crowded audience drew, 
| An hundred times repeated, fill’ twas new. } 
Pyrrbusprovok’d, tono wild rants betray’d, » 7 
| Refents his generous love fo ill repayd3 + i 
Does like a man refent, aprinceupbraid. |. 
His featiments difclofe a royal mind, 
| Nor is he known'a king from guards bebind. | 
—— Layjun?’d Hermione demands relief; 
| But not from heavy narratives of grief: 
In confeious mazefty her pride is [hewn 5 
Born to avenge her avrongs, but not bemoan. 
| Andromache—Tf in our author's lines, 
As in the great original, She foines, — 
| Nothing but from barbarity fhe fears 
 Aitend with filence, you il applaud with tears, 
: ' : . DR As 
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DRAMATIS PERSONS. 
M E N.: 


Pyrrbus, fon of .A- 
chilles 
Phenix, counfellor to 


Pyrrbus. —_— 
Orefies, fon of - Aga- 
meminon. ee 
Pylades, friend to O- 
refiess- — 


; Ww 
Andromache, Heéfor’s 
widow, 
Cephifa, confidante to 
» Andromache, - 
Hermione, daughter to 
Menelaus. 
Cleone, confidante to 
LTermione, 
* 


‘Covent-garden. Drury-lane. 
Mr. Aickin. Mr. Palmer. 
Mr, L’Eftrange.Mr. Uther. 
Mr. Barry. Mr. Smith, 
“Mr. Clinch. _ Mr. Packer. 
OMEN. 

Mrs. Hartley. Mrs. Yates. 
Mifs Dayes. Mrs. Jobniton: 
Mrs. Barry.. Mifs Younge. 
Mifs Pearce. Mifs Platt. 


Attendants on Pyrrhus and Oreftes, &e. 


The SCENE, q great 


hall inthe court of Pyrrhus, 2 


Buthrotos,: the capital city of Epirus. 


een “TEE 


DISTREST MOTHER. 


a® The lines marked with inverted commas, ‘thus,’ are omitted in tht 
“reprefentation 


A CUP. T, 
SCENE, the Palace of Pyrrhus. 
Enter Orestes, Pylades, and Attendants. 


. Orestes, 
Pylades! what’s life without a friend! 
At fight of thee my poe foul chears up ; 

ly hopes revive, and gladnefs dawns within me. 
\fter an abfence of fix tedious moons, 
Low could I hope to find my Pylades, 
My joy, my comfort, on this fatal thore? 
iven in the court of Pyrrhus! in'thefe realms, 
Thefe hated realms, fo cfofs to all my wifhes. 
dh, my brave friend! may no blind ftroke of fate 
Divide us more, and tearme frommyfelf.  - 

-Fyl, O prince! O my Oreftes! O my friend !— 
Thus let'me fpeak the welcome of my heart. © : 

[ Embracing. 

ince I have gain’d this unexpected meeting, 
dle{t be the powers who barr’d my way to Greece, 
And kept me here! e’er fince the unhappy day 
When ‘warring winds (Epirus full in view) 
sunder’d our Ate on the loud, ftormy main. 

Oreft. It was, indeed, a morning full of horror! 

_Pyl, A thoufand boding cares have rack’d my foul 
in your behalf. Often, with tears, I mourn’ 
Phe fatal ills, in which your life’sinvolv’d; ; 


: 


a 
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And grudg’d you dangers which I could not fhate. 

1 fear’d to what extremities the black defpair 

That prey’d upon your mind, might have betray’d you,. 
And left the gods, in pity to your woes. 

Should hear your pray’rs, and take the life you loath’d, - 
But now with joy I fee you!——The retinue, 

And numerous followers that furround you here, 

Speak better fortunes, and a mind difpos’d 

To reli life. 

‘Oreft, Alas! my friend, who knows 
The deftiny to which I ftand referv’d! 

I come in fearch of an inhuman fair; 
And live or die, as the decrees my fate. -(cur’d 

Pyi. You much furptize me, prince!---1 thought you. 
Of your unpity’d, uufuecefsful paifion. Te 
Why, in Epirus, fhould you hope to find 
Hermione lefs cruel, than at Sparta? . 

T thought her pride, and the difdainful manner. 
In which fhe treated all your conftant fuff’rings, 
Had broke your fetters, and affur’d your freedom: 
“Atham dof your repulfe, and flighted vows, 
You hated her; you talk’d of her no more: 
Prince, you deceiv’d me. 

Oreft. 1 deceiv’d myfelf. * 
Do not upbraid the unhappy man, that loves thee. . 
Thou know’ft, I never hid my paffion from thee ; 
Thou faw’ {tit in its birth, and in its progrefs: 

And when at laftthe hoary king, her father, 
Great Menelaus, gave away hisdaughter, _ 

His lovely daughter, to the happy Pyrrhus, 
Th’ avemger of his wrongs ; thou faw’ft my grief, 
My torture, my defpair; * and how 1 drage'd, 

© From fea to fea, aheavy chain of woes. 

O Pylades! my heart has-bled within me, 

To fee thee, preft with forrows not thy own, 
Still wand’ring with me, like a banifh’d man! 
Watchful, and anxious for thy wretched friend, 
To temper the wild tranfports of my mind, 

And fave me from myfelf, ; 


Pyl, Why thus unkind ? hia 
Why will you envy methe pleafing tafk 
Of generous love, and fympathizing friendfhip ? : 


Orefe. 


THE DISTREST MOTHER. tc 


Oreft. Thou miracle of truth---but hear me on. 
Nhen in the midit of my difaftrous fate, 
thought how the divine Hermione, 

Deaf to my vows, regardlefs of my plaints, 
Faveup herfelf, in all her charms, to Pyrrhus ; 
Thou may’ft remember, [ abhorr’d her name, 
strove to forget her, and repay her fcorn. 

| made my friends, and even myftelf, believe 
Vy foul was freed, Alas! I did not fee, 
[hat all the malice of my heart was love. 
[riumphing thus, and yet a captive ftill, 

in Greece I landed: and in Greece I found 
Phe affembled princes all alarm’d with fears, 
in which their common fafety feem’d concern’d. _ 
[ join’d them ;- for I hop’d that war and glory 

Might fill my mind, and take up all my thoughts: 
And, that my fhatter’d foul, impair’d with grief, 
Once more would reaffume its wonted vigour, 

And ev’ry idle paflion quit my breatt. 

_ Pyl. The thought was worthy Agamemnon’s fon. 

Oreft. But fee the {trange perverfenefs of my lars, 
Which throws me on the rock I ftrove to fhun! 

The jealous chiefs, and all the ftates of Greece. 
With one united voice complain of Pyrrhus ; 

That now, forgetful of the promife giv’n, 

And mindlefs of his godlike father’s fate, 
Aftyanax he nurfes in his court ; 

Aftyanax, the young, furviving hope 

Of ruin’d Troy; Aftyanax, defcended 

From along race of kings; great Hector’s fon, 
 Pyl. Aname fill dreadfulin the ears of Gree€! 
But, prince, you'll ceafe to wonder why the child 
Lives thus protected in the court of Pyrrhus, 
When you fhall hear, the bright Andromache, 
His lovely captive, charms him from his purpofe : 
The mothe?’s beauty guards the helplefs fon. 

Ore. Your taleconfirms what I have heard ; and hence 
Spring all my-hopes. Since my proud rival wooes 
Another partner to his throne and bed, 
Hermione may ftillbe mine. Her father, 

The injur’d Menelaus, thinks already pt 
is daughter flighted, and th’ intended nuptials 


g 
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‘His ill-requited vows return to her; 
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Too long delay’d. I heard his loud complaints. 

With fecret pleafure ; and was glad to find 

Th’ ungrateful maid neglected in her turn, 

And all my wrongs aveng’d in her difgrace. 35; 
Pyl. Oh, may you keep your jutt refentments warm { 
Oreft. Refentments ! Oh, my friend, too foon I found 

They grew not out of hatred! I’m betray’: 

I praétife on myfelf; and fondly plot 

My own undoing. Goaded on by love, 


 Tcanvafe’d all the fuffrages of Greece; 


And here Lcome their fworn ambaflador, 
To fpeak their jealoufies, and claim this boy. 
Pyl. Pyrrhus will treat your embafly with feorn. 


_ Full of Achilles, his redoubted fire, 


Pyrrhus is proud, impetuous, headftrong, fierce; 

Made up of paffions: Will he then be {way’dg 

And give to death the fon of her he loves? 
Oreft..Oh, would he render up Hermione, 

And keep Aftyanax, I fhould be bleftt 

He mutt; he fhall. Hermioneis my life, 

My foul, my rapture !---I’ll no longer curb 

The {trong defire that hurries me to madnefs : 

T’ll give a loofe to love; I'll bear her hence; 

Vl tear her from his arms; T’ll---O, ye gods! 

Give me Hermione, or let me die! ; 

But tell me, Pylades; how ftand my hopes? 

Is Pyrrhus ftill enamour’d with her charms? 

Or doft thou think he'll yieldme uptheprize, —_ 

The dear, dear prize, which he has ravith’d from me? _ 
Pyl, Udare not flatter your fond hopes fo far ; 

The king, indeed, cold to the Spartan Princefs, 

Turns all his paffion to Andromache, 

Hettor’s afflicted widow. But in vain, 

With interwoven love and rage, he fues f 

The charming captive, obftinately cruel. : t 

Oft he alarms her for her child confin’d | : 

Apart; and, when her tears begin to flow, ~ 

As foon he ftops them, and recalls his threats. 

Hermione a thoufand times has feen : - 


And takes his indignation all ferlove. - : 
What can be gather’d from a man fovarious? # | 
3 +7) 
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He may, in the diforder of his foul, 
Wed her he Hates; and punish her he'loves. 
Oref, But tell mé how the wrong’d Hermione’ 
Brooks her flow nuptials, and difhonour’d charms # 
Pyl. Hetmione would fain be thought to fcorn 
Her wavering lover, and difdain his Eilthood $ 
But, fpite of all her pride and confcious beauty, 
She mourns in fecret her neglected charms 5 
And oft has made me privy to her tears : 
Still threatens to be gone; yet ftill the flays ; 
And fometimes fighs, and wifhes for Orettes. 
Oreft. Alt, were thofe wifhes from her heart, my friend, - 
Td fly in tranfport [ Flouri/b withine 
Pyl. Hear!—the king approaches 
To give you audience. Speak your embafly 
Without referve: urge the demands of Greece 5 
And, in'the namie of all her kings, require, - 
That Heétor’s fon be given into your hands. 
Pyrrhus, inftead of granting what they afk, 
‘To fpeed his love and win the Trojan dame, 
Will make it merit to preferve her fon. 
But, fee; he comes. 
Orefi, Mean while, my Pylades, 
Go, and difpofe Hermione to fee 
Her lover, who is come thus far, to throw 
‘Himfelf, in all his forrows, at her feet. 
Enter Pyrrhus, Phoenix, and Attendanis. 
Before I fpeak the meflage of the Greeks, 
Permit me, Sir, to glory in the title 
Of their ambaffador; finte I behold — bp 
‘Troy’s vanquifher, and great Achilles’ fon. 
_ Nor does the fon rife fhort of fuch a father : 
If Hector fell by him, Troy fell by you. 
But, what your father never would have done, 
~Youdo. You cherith the remains of Troy ; 
And, by an ill-tim’d pity, keep alive 
_ The dying embers of a ten-years war. 
_ Have you fo foon forgot the mighty Heétor ? 
_ The Greeks remember his high brandifh’d fword, 
_ That fill’d their {tates with widows and with orphans ; 
_ For which they call for vengeance on his fon. 
Who knows what he may one day prove ? Who knows 
; B 
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He fhould have fall’n ainong the flaughter’d heaps, 
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But he may brave us in our ports; and, fill’d 

With Heétor’s fury, fet our fleets on blaze. 

You may, yourfelf, live to repent your mercy. 

Comply, then, with the Grecians jut demands : 

Satiate their vengeance, and preferve yourfelf. 
Pyr. The Greeks are for my fafety more concern’d 

Than I defire. I thought your kings were met « 

On more important counfel. When I heard 

The name of their ambaffador, I hop’d 

Some glorious enterprize was taking birth. 

Is Agamemnon’s fon difpatch’d for this 

And do the Grecian chiefs, renown’d in war, 


-A\ race of heroes, join in clofe debate, 


To plot an infant’s death ? —What right has Greece. 
To afk his lite? Muft I, muft I alone, 

Of all her fcépter’d warriors, be déeny’d 

To treat my captive as I pleafe ?. Know, prince, 
When Troy lay fmoaking on the ground, and each 
Proud victor fhar’d the harveft of the war, 
Andromache atid this her fon were mine; - ‘ 
Were mine by lot; and who fhall wreft them fyom me? 
Ulyfles bore away old Priam’s queen; 

Caffandra was your own great father’s prize ; 

Did I'concern myfelf in what they won ? 

Did I fend embaffies to claim their captives ? : 

Oreft. But, Sit, we fear for you, and for ourfelyes. 
Troy may again revive, and anew Hector _ 

Rifein Aftyanax. Then think betimes— 

Pyr. Let daftard fouls be timoroutly wife : 

But tell them, Pyrrhus knows not how toform> 
Far-fancy’d ills, and dangers out of fight. ; 

Oreft. Sir, call to mind the unrivall’d ftrength of Troy 3 
Her walls, her bulwarks, and her gates of brafs ; 
Herkings, her heroes, and embattled armies ! 

Pyr. call them all to mind; and fee them all 
Confus’d in duit; all mixt in one wide ruin ; 

All but achild, and he in bondage held. 

‘What vengeance can we fear from fuch a Troy ? 

If they have {worn to extinguifh Hector’s race, 
Why was their vow for twelve long months deferr’d ? 
Why was he not in Priam’s bofom flain ? 


Whelmn’d: * 
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‘Whelm’d under Troy. His death had the. been jutt, 


** When age and infancy, alike in vain, 
* Pleaded their weaknefs ; when the heat of conquett, 
* And horrors of the fight, rouz’d all our rage, 
¢ And blindly hurry’d us thro’ fcenes of death.’ 
My fury then was without bounds: but now, 
My wrath appeas’d, muft I be cruel. ftill? 
And, deaf to all the tender calls of pity,. 
Like a cool murderer, bathe my hands in blood ; 
An infant’s blood >No, prince—go, bid the Greeks 
Mark out fome other viétim 5 my revenge 
Has had its fill. What has efcap’d from Troy 
Shall not be fav’d to perifh in Epirus, . 
Ore#. I need not tell you, Sir, Aftyanax 
Was doom’d to death in Troy ;. nor mention how 
The crafty mother fav’d her ‘darling fon: 
The Greeks do now but urge their former fentence ; 
Nor is’t the-boy, but Hector, they purfue ; 
The father draws their vengeance on the fon: 
“The father, who fo oft in Grecian blood 
Has drench’d his fword; the father, whem the Greeks 
May feek even here.— Prevent them, Sir, in time. 
Pyr. No! let them come ; fince I was born towage 
Eternal wars, Let them now turn theirarms 
On him, who conquer’d for them: let them come, 
And in Epirus feek another Troy. ae os 
*Twas thus they recompens’d my godlike fire ; 
‘Thus was Achilles thank’d. But, prince, remember, 
Their black ingratitude then coft them dear. 
Oreft. Shall Greece then find a rebel fon in Pyrrhus ? 
Pyr. Have I then conquer’d to depend on Greece ? 

_ _ Oreft, Hermione will {way your foul to peace, 

_ And mediate *twixt her father and yourfelf : 

_ Her beauty will enforce my embafly. — 

-Pyr, Hermione may have her charins ; and I 
May love her {till, tho” not her father’s flave. 
I nay in time give proofs, that I’m a lover ;. 

But never muft forget, that I’m aking. ba i 
Meanwhile, Sir, you may fee fair Hellen’s daughter ; 
I know how near in blood you ftand ally’d. 

, That done, -you have my anfwer, prince. The Greeks, 

| No doubt, expes your quick return, [Ex. Org/. &se. 

b ae : Bez Phen. 
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Phen. Sir, do-you fend your rival to the princefs ? 
. Pyr. Tam told, that he has lov’d her long. 
Phen. If fo, the 
Have you not caufe to fear the fmother?d flame 
May kindle at her fight, and blaze a-new ? 
And fhe be brought to Iiften to his paffion. 
Pyr. Ay, let them, Phoenix, let them love their fll ! 
Let them go hence; let them depart together : 
‘Together let them fail for Sparta: all my ports. 
Areopen to themboth. From what conftraint, 
What irkfome thoughts, fhould 1 be then reliev’d ! 
Phen. But, Sir-—— ; 
Pyr. 1 thall another time, good Phoenix, 
Unbofom to thee all my thoughts—for, fee, 
Andsomache appears. . 
Enter Andromache, and Cephifa, 
Pyr. May 1, Madam, 
, Flatter my hopes fo far, as to believe 
You come te feek me here ? 
Andr. This way, Sir, leads — 
To thofe apartments where you guard my fon, 
Since you permit me, once a day, ‘to vilit 
All I have left. of HeGtor and of Troy, - 
I go to weep a few fad moments with him, 
Thave not yet, to-day, embrae’d my child ; 4 
T have not held him in my widow’'d arms. _< [vail, 
Pyr, Ah, Madam, flrould the threats of Greece pre 
You'll have occafion for your tears, indeed! — 
‘Andr. Alas, what threats ! What can alarm the Greeks ? 
There are no Trojans left! . 
Pyr. Their hate to Hector 
Can never die :-the terror of his name 
Still fhakes their fouls ; and makes them dread his fom, 
Andy. A mighty honour for victorious Greece, 
To fear an infant, a poor friendlefs child ! . 
Who {miles in bondage ; nor yet knows himfelf - 
The fon of He€tor, and the flave of Pyrrhus. ‘ 
Pyr. Weak as he is, the Greeks demand his life ; 
And fend no lefs than Agamemnon’sfon, =. 
‘To fetch him hence. 
Andr, And, Sir, do you comply. a 
With fuch demands ?>—This blow is aim’d at me: f 
' How - 
% 
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How fhould the child avenge his flaughter’d fire # 
But, cruel men! they will not have him live | 
To chear my heavy heart, and eafe my bonds. 
I promis’d to myfelf in him a fon, 
In, hima friend, a hufband, and a father. 
But I muft fuffer forrow heap’d on forrow ; 
And ftill the fatal ftroke muft come from you. 
Pyr. Dry up thofe tears, I mutt not fee you weep, 
And know, I have rejected their demands. 
‘The Greeks already threaten me with war : 
But, fhould they arm, as once they did for Helen, 
And hide the Adriatic with their fleets ; 
Should they prepare a fecond ten years fiege, = 
_ And lay my towers and palaces in duft; 
I am detérmin’d to defend your fon ; 
And rather die myfelf than give him up. 
But, Madam, in the midft of all thefe dangers, 
Will you refufe me a propitious fmile? 
Hated of Greece, and pret on every fide, 
Let me not, Madam, while I fight your caufe, 
Let me not combat with your cruelties, ; 
And count Andromache amongft my foes. - 
Andy, Confider, Sir, how this will found in Greece! 
How’ can fo great a foul betray fuch weaknefs > 
Let not men fay, fo generous a defign ; 
Was but the tranfport of a heart inlove. 
Pyr. Your charms will juftify me to the world. 
Andy: How can Andromache, a captive queen, 
O’erwhelm’d with grief, a burthen to herfelf, 
Harbour a'thought of love? Alas !, what charms 
Have thefe unhappy eyes, by you condemn’d 
"To weep for ever ?—Talk of it no more. 
To reverence the misfortunes of a foe ; 
To fuccour the diftreft ; to give the fon 
To an affliéted mother ; to repel 
Confederate nations, leagu’d againft his life ; 
Unbrib’d by love, unterrify’d by threats, 
To pity, to protect him; thefe are cares, 
‘Thefe are exploits worthy Achilles’ fon, 
Pyr, Will your refentments, then, endure for ever ! 
Muit Pyrrhus never be forgiven ?>—’Tis true, 


My fword has often reek’d in Phrygian bleod, 
@ B3 And 
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And carried havock through your royal kindred ; 
But you, fair princefs, amply have aveng’d 
Old Priam’s vanquith’d houfe; and all the woes 
J brought on them, fall fhort of what I fuffer. 
“We both have fuffer’d in our turns: and now 
' Our common foe fhould teach us to unite, 
Andy. Where does the captive not behold a foe? 
Pyr, Forget the term of hatred; and behold 
A friénd in Pyrrhus ! Give me but to hope, 
V’ll free your fon; I'll be a father to him ; 
Myfelf will teach him to avenge the Trojans, 
Vl go in perfon to chattife the Greeks, 
Both for your. wrongs and mine. Infpir’d by you, 
‘What would I not achieve? Again fhall Troy 
Rife from its afhes: this right arm ‘hall fix 
Her feat of empire; and your fon fhall reign. 


Andr. Such dreams of greatnefs fuit not my condition 3. 


His hopes of empire perifh’d with his father. 

No; thou imperial city, ancient Troy, 

Thou pride of Afia, founded by the Gods ! 

Never, Oh, never mufi we hope to fee 

"Thofe bulwarks rife, which Hector could not guard ? 
Sir, all I with for, is fome quiet exile, 

Where, far from Greece remov’d, and far from you, 
1 may conceal my fon, and mourn my hufband, | 
Your love creates me envy.. Ob, return 

Return to your betroth’d Hermione. 

Pyr. Why do you mock me thus ?, You know, ¥ cannot... 
‘You know my heart is yours: my foul hangs on you + 
You take up every with: my waking thoughts, . 

And nightly dreams are all employ"d on you.” 
*Tis true, Hermione was fent to fharé ; 
My throne and bed ;, and would with tranfport hear 
"The vows which you neglect. 

Andr. She has no Troy, Std 
No Heétor to lament = fhe has-not loft 
A hufband by your conquefts.- Such a bufband ! 
(Tormenting thought !), whofe death alone has made: 
Your fire immortal ; Pyrrhus and Achilles 
Are both grown great by my calamities. 

Pyr. Madam, ’tis well! "Fis very well! I find, 
Your will maf be obey’d, imperious captive,, 
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Tt fhall. Henceforth I blot you from my mind: 
You teach me to forget your charms; to hate you-z 
For know, inhuman beauty, I have lov’d 

Too well to treat you with indifference, 

Think well upon it: my diforder’d foul 

Wavers between th’ extreams of love and rage ; 

I’ve beem too tame ; I will awake to vengeance ! 
The fon fhall anfwer for the mother’s corn. 

‘The Greeks demand him: nor will I endanger 

My realms, to pleafure an ungrateful woman. 

Andr, Then he muft die! Alas, my fon muftdie? _ 
We has no friend, no fuccour left, befide y 
His mother’s tears, and his own innocence. 

Pyr. Go, Madam ; vifit this unhappy fon, 

_ The fight of him may bend your ftubborn héart ;, 
And turn to foftnefs your unjuft difdain. 
I fhall once more expect your anfwer. Go, 
And think, while you embrace the captive boy, 
“Think that his life depends on your refolves. 
[Ex. Pyrrhus, Sco 

Andr. Vil go; and in the anguith of my heart,. ' 
Weep o’er my child—If he muft die, my life 
Is wrapt in his; I shall not long furvive. 

*Tis for his fake that I have fuffer’d life, 
Groan’d in captivity, and out-liv’d Hector. 
Yes, my Aftyanax, we'll go together ! 
‘Together to the reals of night we'll go! 
There to thy ravith’d eyes thy fire I’ll thew, 
And point him out among the fhades below. 


Eno of the First Acr. 


AE Ce Il. 
Hermione and Cleone. 
HERMIONE. 
ELL, I'll be rul’d, Cleone : I will fee him 5. 
I have told Pylades that he may bring him 3 


But truft me, were I left to my own thoughts, 
I thould forbid him yet, 


Cleo. 
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Cleo. And why forbidhim? __ 
{she not, Madam, {till the fame Oreftes ? 
Oreftes, whofe return you oft have wifh’d ? 
‘The man whofe fufferings you fo oft lamented, 
dand often prais’d his conitancy and love? 
Her. ‘That love, that conftancy, fo ill requited, 
Upbraids me to myfelf 1 blush to think 
How I have us’d him ; and would fhun his prefence. 
What will be my confufion when he fees me 
Neglected, and forfaken, like himfelf ? 
Will he not fay, Is this the fcornful maid, 
_ The proud Hermione, that tyranniz’d 
In Sparta’s court, and triumph’d in her charms ? 
Her infolence at laft is well repaid. ; 
I cannot bear the thought ! 
Cleo. You wrong yourfelf 
With unbecoming fears. He knows too well 
Your beauty and your worth. Your lover comes not 
To offer infults ; but to repeat his vows, 
And breathe his ardent paffion at your feet. 
But, Madanr, what’s your royal father’s will ? 
What orders do your letters bring from Sparta? 
Her. His orders are, if Pyrrhus ftill deny 
‘The nuptials, and refufe to facrifice 
This Trojan boy, I fhould with fpeed embark, 
And with their embafly return to Greece. 
Cleo. What would you more? Oreftes comes in time 
To fave your honour. Pyrrhus cools apace : 
Prevent his falfhood, and forfake him firit. 
I know you hate him ; -you have told me fo. 
Her. Hate him! My injur’d honour bids me hate him. 
‘Th’ ungrateful man, to whom I fondly gave 
My virgin heart; the man I lov’d fo dearly ; 
‘The man I doted on! Oh, my Cleone ! ; 
How is it poflible  fhould not hate him ? 
Cleo. ‘Then give him over, Madam. Quit his court; 
dnd with Oreftes— ; 
Her. No! I muft have time 
Fo work up all my rage! To meditate ~ 
4. parting full of horror ! My revenge . 
Will be but too much quicken’d by the traitor. ; 
Cleo. Do you then wait new infults, new affronts ? 
‘Yo draw you from your father! Then to leave you ! 
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In his own.court to leave you-—for a captive ! 
If Pyrrhus can provoke you, he has done it. 

Her. Why doit thou heighten my, diftrefs? I fear 

To fearch out my.own thoughts, and found my ‘hearts 
Be blind to what thou feeft:; believe me cur’d: 
Flatter my weaknefs ; tell me I have. conquer’d ; 
Think that my tnjur’d foul is fet againft him ; 
And do thy beft to make me think fo too. 

Cleo. Why would you loiter here, then 2- 

Her. Let us fly! . 

Let.us begone! I leave him to his captive : 

Let him go kneel, and fupplicate his flave. 

Let us begone ! —But what if he repent ? 

What if the perjur’d prince again fubmit, 

And fue for pardon: What if he renew 

His former yowa?—-But, Oh, the faithlefs man! 
He flights ne! drives me to extremities !—However, 
I'll flay, Cleone, to perplex their loves ; 

Vil ftay, till, by an open breach of contract, 

I make him hateful to the Greeks. Already 
Their vengeance have I drawn upon the fon, 
‘Their fecond embafly {hall claim the mother : 
will redouble all my griefs upon her! 

Cleo. Ah, Madam, whither does your rage tranfport 
Andromache, alas! is innocent. {you? 
A woman plung’d in forrow ; dead to love : ; 
And when fhe thinks of Pyrrhus, ’tis with horror. 

Her. Would I had done fo too !—He had not then 
- Betray’d my eafy faith.—But I, alas! aoe 
Difcover’d all the fondnefs of my foul! 

I made no fecret of my paffion to him, 
Nor thought it dangerous to be fincere : 
My eyes, my tongue, my actions fpoke my heart. 

Cio, Well might you{peak, without referve,. to.one 
Engaged to you by folemn oaths and treaties. 

Her. His ardour tco was an excufe to mine: 
With other eyes he faw me then !—Cleone, 
‘Thou may’it remember, every thing confpir’d 
To favour him: my father’s wrongs aveng’d ; | 
The Greeks triumphant ; fleets of Trojan fpoils ; 
His mighty fire’s, his own immortal fame ; 

His eager love ;—-all, all confpir’d againit me! # 
: 7 : ; —DBut 
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But I have done: I’ll think no more of Pyrrhus. 
Oreftes wants not merit; andhe loves me. 

My gratitude, my honour, both plead for him : 
And if I’ve power o’er my own heart, ’tis his. 

Cleos Madam, he comes— 

Her, Alas, I did notthink _ 4 
He was fo near !—I with I might not fee him. 

Exter Orettes. 
How am I to interpret, Sir, this vifit ! 
Js it a compliment of form, or love? 

Oref, Madam,you know my weaknefs. *Tis my fate 
To love unpity’d: to defire to fee you ; ' i 
And ftill to {wear each time fhall be the laft. 

My paffion breaks thro’ my repeated oaths : 
And every time I vifit you I’m perjur’d. 
- Even now, I find my wounds all bleed afrehh ; 
I blufh to own it; but I know no cure. ~ 
I call the gods to witnefs, I have try’d 
Whatever man could do, (but try’d in vain,) 
"To wear you from my mind. Thro’ ftormy feas, 
And favage climes, in a whole year of abfence, 
I courted dangers, and I long’d for death. 

Her, Why will you, prince, indulge this mournful tale? 

It ill becomes the ambaflador of Greece - 

To talk of dying and of love. Remember 

The kings you reprefent: Shall their revenge - 

Be difappointed by your ill-tim’d paffion ? 

Difcharge your embafly : ’tis not Orettes 

The Greeks defire fhould ‘die. 

« Oreft. My embafly 

Is at an end, for Pyrrhus has refus’d ‘ 

To give up Hector’s fon. Some hidden power 

Protedts the boy. , : 
‘Her. Faithle(s, ungrateful man ! [Aide 

» Oref. I now prepare for Greece. But e’er I go, 

Would hear my final doom pronounce’d by you— 

What do I fay Idoalready hear it! ~~ 

My doom is fixt : I read it in-youreyes. 

Her, Will you then {till defpair ? be ftill fufpicious ? - 
§Vhat have Idone?, Wherein have I been cruel ? a 

_ “Tis true, you find me in the court of Pyrrhus: 
Put’twas my royal father fent me hither. - 
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And who can tell, but I have fitar'd your griefs? 
Have I ne’er wept in fecret ? Never with’d 
To fee Oreftes ?. 

Oreft. ‘With’d to fee Oreftes ! 
Oh joy! Oh-ecftafy? My foul’s intrane’d ? 

Oh, charming princefs! Oh, tranfcendent maid! 
My utmoft with !—Thus, thus let me exprefs 
_My boundlefs thanks ! eal never was unhappy—= 
Am I Oreftes?— - 

Her. You are Orettes, 

The fame inalter’d, generous, faithful lover: 

The prince whom I efteem ; whom I lament; 
And whom I fain would teach my heart to love ! 

Orefi. Ay, there it is !—I have but your efteem, 
While Pyrthus, has your heart! 

Her. Believe me, prince, 

Were you as Fag rrhus, I fhould hate mae 
Ore. No!- 
I fhould be blet! I I fhould be lov’d as he is!— 
Yet all this while I die by your difdain, 
While he neglects your charms, and courts another. 

Her, And who has told you, prince, that I’m negle@ed? 

Has Pyrrhus faid (Oh, I fhall go diftracted 1) 
Has Pyrrhus told you fo?-——Or is it you, 
Who think thus meanly of me? Sir, perhaps, 
All do not judge like you! 
. Ore, Madam, go on! 
Infult me fill: I’m us’d to bear your fcorn. 

Her, Why am I told how Pyrrhus loves or hates ? 
—Go, prince, and arm the Greeks againft the rebel ; 
Let them lay wafte his country ! raze his towns; 
Deftroy his fleets ; his palaces ;—himfelf !— 

Go, prince, and tell me then how much I love him. 

Oreft. To haften his deftruction, come yourfelf ; 

Aud work your royal father to his ruin. 
Her. Mean while he weds Andromache ! 
OrgftBh, princefs ! 
What is’t I hear ? 
Her. Whatinfamy for Greece, — 
If he fhould wed.a Phrygian, ‘anda captive ! 
Orel. Ts this your hatred, Madam ?—’Tis in vain 
To hide your pation; every thing betrays it ; 


ea 


Your 
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Your looks; your fpeéch, your anger! way, your filence 
Your love appears invall’; your fecret flame 
Breaks outthe. more, the more you would conceal it, 
Her, Your jealoufy perverts my meaning flill; 
And wrefts each’circumiftance'to-your difquiet; 
My very hate is conftru’d into fottdnefs. 
Oreft. Impute my fears, if groundlefs, to my love. 
Her, Then hearme, ptince.- Obedience to-a father — 
Firft brought me hither; and the fame obedience” 
Detains me here, till Pyrrhus drive me hence, 
Or my offended father fhall recall me. 
Tell this proud king, that Menelaus {corms 
To match his daughter with a foe of Greece ; 
Bid him refign’ Aftyanax, or me. 
If he perfifts to guard the hoftile boy, 
Hermione embarks with you for Sparta. 
igs a Ew. Her. and Cleone. 
Oref. Then is Oreftes bleft! My griefs are fled! 
Fled like a dream!—Methinks I tread in air ! 
* Pyrrhus, enamour’d of his captive queen, 
© Will thank me, if I take her rival hence: 
* He looks not on the princefs with my eyes ! 
_ * Surprizing happinefs !---Unlook’d-tor joy ! 
Never let love deipair !---the prize is mine ! 
Be {mooth, ye feas ! and ye,_propitious winds, 
Breathe from Epirus to the Spartan coatts ! 
I long to view the fails unfurl’d !---But, fee! 
Pyrrhus approaches in an happy hour. 
2 Enter Pyrrhus, and Phoenix. 
Pyr. I was in pain to find you,, prince. ~My warty 
Ungovern’d temper would not let me weigh 
‘The importance of your embaffy, and heat” 
You argue for my good. ——I was to blame. 
I fince have pois’d your reafons ; and I thank 
My good allies: their caredeferves my thanks. 
You have convine’d me, that the weal of Greecé, 
My father’s honour, and my own repofe, 
Demand that Hettor’s race fhould be deftrof’d, 
{ thall deliver up Aftyanax ; 1 
And you, yourfelf, fhall bear the victim hence. 
Orefi. If you approve it, Sir, and are content 
‘To {pill the blood of a defencelefs child ; 
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"The offended Greeks, no doubt, willbe appeas’d.' 

Pyr. Clofer to {train the knot of our alliance, 
I haye determin’d to efpoufe Hermione. 
You come in time to grace our nuptial rites + 
In you the kings of Greece will all be prefent 5 
And you have right to perfonate her father, 
As his ambaffador, and brother’s fon. j i 
Go, prince, renew your vilit; tell Hermione, 
To-marrow I receive her from your hands. 

Oreft. [Afide.] Oh, change of fortune! Oh, undene 

Orettes ! [ 2x. Orettese 
Pyrrhus al Phoenix. 

Pyr, Well, Phoenix, am I fiilla flave to love? 
What think’{t thou now? AmI myfelf again? 

Phen. *Tis as it fhould:be : thisdifcovers Pyrrhus 
Shews all the hero. Now you are yourlelf ! 
The fon, the rival of the great Achilles! 
Greece will applaud you ; and the world confefs, ; 
aah: has comquer’d Troy a fecond time! 

Pyr. Nay, Phoenix, now I but begin to triumph’s 

I never wasa conqueror "till now ! 
Believe mé, a whole hoft, a war of foes, 
May fooner be fubdu’d, than love. Oh, Phoenix, 
What ruin have I fhunn’d! The Greeks. entag’dy 0‘ 
Hung o’er me, likea gathering florm, and.foon » 
Had buritin thunder on my head; whileI 
Abandon’d duty, empire, honour, all.) 1 é 
To pleafe a thanklefs woman !-——One Kind looks 
Had quite undone me! betes 

| Phen. Oh, my +oyal mafter ! 
The gods, in favaur to you, made het cruel, 

Pyr. Thou faw'it with how much fcorn fhe: treated me! 
When I permitted her tofee her fon; 
I hop’d it might have work’d her to my withes. : 
I went to fee the mournful interview, - 
Aud found-her bath’d in tears, and loft in pattie ion, | 
Wild with diftrefs, a thowfand times the eall’d>. | 
On Heétor’s name: and when I fpoke in comfort, _ 
And promis’d my protection to her don, . . 
She kifs’d the boys and call’d again on HeStor: 9 > 
+ Then, ftrair’d him in her arms; and ery’d; tis be & i, 
‘ "Tis he himfelf! his eyesy hisevery feature t 
ee c : ‘ His ° 
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* His very frown, and his ftern look already! 
6 °Tishe: ’Tis my lov’d. lord whom I embrace }? 
Does fhe then think, that I preferve the boy. 
‘To footh and keepialive her flame for Hector ? xis 
Phen. No doubt, fhe does ; and thinks you favour’din it; 
But let her go, foran ungrateful woman! Jang 
Pyr. I Know the thowghtsof her proud, ftubborn heart : 
Wain of her ‘charms, and infolent in beauty, © 
She mocks my rage; and. when it threatens loudeft, 
Expects twill foon be humbled into love. ; 
_ But we thall.change our parts ; -and fhe fhall find, 
Y can be deaf, like her; and fteel my heart. 
She’s Heétor’s. widew ; I ‘Achilles’ fon ! 
Pyrrhus is born to hate Andromache, 
Phan. My royal matter, talk of her no more ; 
1 do notlike this anger. Your Hermione 
Should now engrofs your thoughts. ’Tis time to fee her 
?Tis time you dhould prepare the nuptial rites ; 
And not rely upon a rival’s care ; 
It may-be eaceloies ete 
Pyr. But tell me, Phoenix, 
Doft thou not think, the proud Andromache 
Will beentag’d, when I shall wed the princefs? : 
Phen. Why does Andromache {till haunt your thoughts? 
What is’t toxyou, be fhe enrag’d or pleas’d ? a 
Let her name perifh’: thinkof hernomore! _ 
Pyr. No, Phoenix.!—I have been too gentle with her, 
T’ve check’damy wrath, and-ftifled my refentment; 
She knows not yet to what degree I hate her. 
Let us return :———I’ll brave her'to her face: 
Pl give my anger its fieecourfe againft her. 
> ‘Thow fhalt fee, Phoenix, how I'll break her pride! 
Phan. Oh, go not, Sir !-+-There’s ruin in her eyes ! 
You do not know your ftrength : you'll fall before her, 
Adore her beauty, and revive her feorm, 
Pyr. That'were indeed a moft unmanly weaknefs ! 
Thou doft not know me, Phoenix ! 
* Phea. Ah, my prince! 
You are {till ftruggling in the toils of love. 
Pyr. Canft thou then think I love this woman full! 
One who repays my paffion with difdain ! 
A ftranger, captive, friendlefs and forlorn ; Pay: 
She and her darling fon within-my power ; - i 
I 18 
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His'life a forfeit to the Greeks : Yer 1. 
‘Preferve her fon ; would take her to my throne; 
Would fig ht her battles, and avenge her wrongs 5. 
And all ae while fhe treats meas her foe! 

Phen. You have it in your power to be reveng’d. 

Pyr. Yes:---and: Dll thew my power ! Dl give her 
To hate me! her Attyanax thall die, ——~ ({caute 
What tears will then be fhed !. How will the then, 


“In bitternefs of heart, reproach my name! 


‘Then, tocompleat her woes, will I efpoufe 

Hermione :---’ Twill {tab her to the heart! 
Phen. Alas, you'threaten like a lover {till ! 
‘yr. Phoenix, excufe this truggle of my foul : 

*Tis the latt effort of expiring love. 
Phen. Vhen haften, Sivy'0 fee the Spartan princels 5. 

And turn, the bent of your defires ‘on her. 
Pyr. Oh! 7tis a heavy:tafk to conquer love. 

And wean the foul from ber accu ftom’d'fondnef. 

But, come :---A long farewel-to Hiecior’s widow. 

Tis with a fecret pleafure I look back, 

And fee the many dangers I-have pafs’d. 

‘The merchant thus, in dreadful tempetts toft, 

Thrown by the waves on fome'unlook’d-for coathy” 

Oft turns, and fees, with:a delighted eye, ; 

“Midft rocks and fhelvesthebroken billows fly! 

And while the-outrageous. winds the deep ‘detorm, 

Seniles on the tumult, and enjoysithe fiorm. [F4 

[Breants. 

Env of the SEcoNnD Ac ' : 


A c 4 ph plied {1043 
4 | Pylades and Oreftess. 


 Pynapes. : 
‘OR Heav'n's fake, Sir, compofe your ruffled mind, 
And hues yourrage! 
Oreft. No, P. ylades ! 
This is no time for counfel. Tam deaf... 
‘Talk not of teafon! I have been too patient. 
Life is not worth my care. My foul grows defperate. 


Pil bear her off, or perith i He the attempt. 


a. 


‘ i ay: 
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Pil force her from his arms -By Heav’n I will! 
Pyl. Well, *tis agreed, my friend :---We'll force her 
But itill confider, we are in Epirus. [heace, 


The court, the guards, Hermione ‘herfelf, 
The very air we breathe, belongs to Pyrrhus.:: 
Good gods.!. what tempted you to feek her here ? 
Oref. Loft to myfelf, I knew not what I did! - 
My purpofes were wild. Perhaps I came 
To,menace Pyrrhus, and upbraid the woman. 
Pyl. This violence of temper’ may prove fatal. 
Ore. I¢muft be more than man to bear thefe fhocks, 
Thefe outrages of fate, with temper ! ; 
He tells me, that he weds Hermione; 
' And will to-morrow take her from my hand !—— 
My hand fhall fooner tear the tyrant’s heart-—- 3 
Py. Your paffion blinds you, Sir ; he’s not to blame. : 
Could you but look into the foul of Pyrrhus, 
Perhaps you'd find it tortur’d, like your own. aod 
Ore. No, Pylades ?Tis all defign His pride, - 
To triumph over me, has chang’d his love, 
The fair Hermione, before I came, 
Tn all her bloom of beauty, was neglected. » 
Ah, cruelGods! I thought her all my own ! 
She was confenting to return to Sparta: 
Her heart, divided betwixt rage and love. 
Was on the wing to take its leave of Pyrrhus. 
She heard my fighs ; the pitied my complaints ; 
She prais’d my conftancy ; The leaft indifference 
From this proud:king, had made Oreites happy. 
Pyl. So your fond heart believes 
= “Ore. Did I not fee : 4 
* Her hate, her rage, her indignation-rife 
* Againftthe ungratefulman? 
‘ Pyl. Believe me, prince, : ’ 
* *Twas then the lov’d him moft! Had Pyrrhus left her, 
* She would have form’d fome new pretext to flay.’ 
Take my advice :---Think not to force her hence ; 
Bur fly yourfelf from her deftructive charms. 
Her foul is link’dto Pyrrhus : ‘ were fe yours, 
* She would reproach you fill, and fill regret 
* Her difappointed nuptials —— 
Oreft. Talk no more! 


~ Teane 
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¥ cannot bear the thought! She mutt be mine! 
Did Pyrrhus carry thunder in his hand, 

J’d ftand the bolt, and challenge all his fury, 
Ere I refign’d Hermione. By, force 
Tl) fnateh her hence, and bear her to my fhips;. 
Have we forgot her mother Helen’s rape # 
Pyl, Will then Oreftes turn a Facer 
And blot his embafly ? 
Orefi. Oh, Pylades! 


My grief weighs heavy onime': vastus? Twill diftra& met: 
Let not thy friendthip’ 


* O leave meto myfelf! 
* Involve theein my woes. Too long already, 


2g 


2 


‘ Too long haft thou been punith’d for my crimes. - 


* It is enough, my friend ! It is enough ! 
‘ Let not thy generous love betray,thee farther ;* 
The gods have fet me as their mark, to empty: 
Their quivers on me. ---Leave me to myfelf. 
Mine be the danger ; mine the enterprize. - 
Alll requeft of thee is, to return, 

- And in my place convey Aftyanax 
(As Pyrrhus_has cated into Grekcey. 
Go, Pylades 

Pyl. Lead on, my friend, leadon ! : 

Let us bear off Hermione! No toil, 
No danger can deter a friend : wsLead on ! 


Draw up the Greeks; fummon your num’rous trains 


The thipsare ready, and the wind. fits fair ; . 
‘There eaftward lies'thefea ; the rolling waves: 
_ Break on thofe palace- -ftairs, I know each aid 
_ Each avenue and outlet of the court. 
This very night we'll carry her on-board. - 

Oref. Thou art too good ! 
But, Ob! excufe a wretch, whom no man pities, 
Except thyfelf : .one jutt about to lofe 
The treafure of his foul :'* whom all’ mankind 
2 Confpire: to hate, and one who hates himfelf.’ 
When will my friendihip be of ufeto thee >” 


I trefpafs on'thy friends 


[fips ; ; 


_ Pyl. The queftion is unkind,---But new'remember™ 
To keep your counfels clofe, and hide your thoughts 5) 


_ Let not Hermione fufpect---No more-————— 
Hfee her coming, Sir 
Orch. Away, my friend; 


“Thetied my all depends uponit, it, ; (Ex. Pyladess 
3 
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Enter Hermione, and Cleone. 
Ore. Madam, your orders, are obey’ 5 Ihave feen 
Pyrrhus, my rival; and have gain’d him for hut 
The king refolves to. wed Nes ayy 
Fer, § Lam told: 
And farther, Um inform’d that voles Orettes, 
Are to difpofe me for the intended marriaze. 
Oreft. And are you, Madam, willing to comply-?- 
* Her. Could I imagine Pyrrhus lov’d me fill ? 
* After fo long delays, who-would have thought ~ 
* His hidden flames would fhew themfelves at laft, | 
“ And kindle in his breaft, when mine expir’d? 
* I can fuppofe, with you, he fears the Greeks; 
© That it is intereft, and not love, direéts him; 
* And that my eyes had greater power o’er you. 
- © Oreff. No, princefs, no !-It.is too plain he loves you. 
* Your eyes do what they will, and cannot fait 
* To gain a conqueft,, where you with they fhould.’ 
Her, What can I do? alas! my faith is promis’ds 
» Can I refufe what is not mine to give ?, 
A princefs.is not at. her choice to’ love ; 
All we haye left us is a blind obedience : 
And yet, you fee, how far I had comply’d, 
And made my duty yield to your intreaties. 
Oreft,. Ah, cruel maid! you knew—but I have done, 
All haye,a right to pleafe themfelves in love:: 
X blame not you. ’Tis true, I hop’ 'd ;—but-you 
Are miftrefs of your heart, and I’m content. 
* Vis fortune is my enemy, not you. 
But, Madam, I fhall {pare you farther. pain. 
On this uneafy theme, and take my leavea[ Ex ree et 
Her. Cleone, could’ft thou think he’d be fo calm: 
Cleo. Madam, his filent grief fits heavy on him. 
He's to be pitied. His too eager love 
Was made him. bufy to his own deftradtion, | op a 
His threats have wrought this change of mind in Pyrrhus. 
Her. Doft thou think Pyrrhus capable of fear! 
Whom fhould the, intrepid Pyrrbus fear? the Greeks? 
Did he not lead their harrafs’d troops to cenquett 
When they defpair’d, when they retir’d from Troy, 
And fought for fhelter in their burning fleets ? » bap 
bid ee not then: iia his father’s pase my ae | 
oye a 
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No, imy Cleone, he is above conftraint ; 
He aéts unfore’d; and where he weds he loves. : 
Cleo.’ Oh, that Oreftes had remain’d in Greece ! 
I fear to-morrow will’ prove fatal ‘to him. — 

Her, Wilt thoudifcourfe of nothing but Oreftes ? 

Pytrhus is mine again !—Is mine for ever! 
Oh, my Cleone ! Iam wild with joy ! 
Pyrrhus, the bold! the brave! the godlike Pyrrhus ! 
—Oh,-I could tell thee numberlefs exploits, 
And tire thee with his battles—Oh, Cleone— - 
~ Cleo, Madam, .¢conceal your joy—I fee Andromache ; 
She weeps, and comes to fpeak her forrows to you.’ 
_ Her. I would indulge the gladnefs of my heart ! 
Let us retire : her grief is out of feafon. 

Enter Andromache; and Cephifa. 

Andr. Ah, Madam, whither, whither do you fly? 
Where can your eyes behold a fight more pleafing 
Than Heétor’s widow fuppliant and in tears ? 

T come not an alarm’d, a jealous foe, 

To enyy you the heart your charms have won : 
_The-only man I fought to pleafe, is gone ; 

Kill’d in my fight, by an inhuman hand. 

* Hector firft taught me love ; which my fond heart 

¢ Shall ever cherifh, *till we meet in death.’ 

But, Oh, I have a fon !—And you, one day, 

Will be no ftranger to a mother’s fondnefs : 

But Heav’n forbid that you fhould ever know 

A mother’s forrow for an only fon. | 

Her joy, her blifs, her laft furviving comfort ! 

When every hour the trembles for his life! 

Your power o’er Pyrrhus may relieve’ my fears, 

Alas, what danger is there in a child, 

Sav’d from the wreck of a whole ruin’d empire ? 

Let me go hide him in fome defert itle : 

You may rely upon my tender care 

Ta 'keep him far from perils‘of ambition : 

All he can learn of me, will be to'weep. 

_ Her. Madam, "tis eafy to conceive your grief: 
But, it would ill become me, to folicit - 
_ In contradiétion to my father’s will: _ 

*Tis he who urges to deftroy your fon. a Sv 
; Madam, if Pyrrhus muftbe wrought to pity, — , ’ 
23 3G 
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No woman does it better than yourfelf; 
If you gain him, I thal! comply of courte. ~ es 
1 ; [Ex Her. and Cleone. 

Andr. Didft thou not mind withyhat difdain the {poke? 
Youth and profperity have made her vain ; , 
She has not feen the fickle turns of life. 

Ceph, Madam, were I as you, I’d-take her counfel ! 
I'd ipeak my own diftrefs : one look from you 
Will vanquith Pyrrhus, and confound the Greeks— 

See, were he comes— Lay hold on this occafion. 

...\ Eager Pysrhus and Phoenix. 

Pyr. Where is the Princefs-?—~-Did you not inform me 
Hermione was here? | [Yo Phoenix, 
| Phen. 1 thought fo, ‘Sir. ; 4 

Andr. Thou feeft what mighty power my eyes have on 

i him! [To Ceph.. 

Pyr. What fays fhe, Phoenix ? 

Andr. I have no hope left! CLUES: 

Phen, Let us begone :— Hermione expects you. © 

Ceph. For Heaven’s fake, Madam, break this fullen 

Andr, My child’s already promis’d—— [filence.. 

Ceph. But not given. 

Andr, No, no! my tears are vain! his doom is fixt! 

Pyr. See, if fhe deigns to caft one look upon us ! 
Proud woman! eae 

’ Andr. 1 provoke him by-my prefente. 
Let us retire. a tis Lf 

Pyr. Come let us fatisfy ° fy, A ee f 
The Greeks ; and give thém up this Phrygian boy... 

Andr. Ah, Sir! recall thofe words——— What have you: 

If you give up my fon, Oh, giveupme!=~ [fad 
You, who fo many times have fwornme friendfhip 7° 
_ Oh, Heav’ns !—will you'not look with pity on'me ? 
Is there no hope ? Is théere'no room for pardon ? 
Pyr, Phoenix will anfwer yours my word is/paft. 
Andr. You, who would brave fo many dangers formes ’ 
Pyr. I was your lover then : I now am frees bas 
To favour. yoo, I might have fpar’d his life: 
But you would ne’er vouchfafe to afkkitofine, )— 
Now ’tis too late. ‘ methine § ; 
‘ Andy. Ah, Sir, you underftood Ata A 
® My tears, my withes, which Tidurftnot utter, 9 
went Ae | «Afraid 
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* Afraid-of a repulfe.’ Oh, Sir; excufe 
‘The pride of royal blood, that checks my foul. 
You know, alas! I was-not born to kneel, 
To fue for pity, and toown a matter. 
Pyr, No! in your heart you curfe me! you difdain 
My generous flame, and fcorn to be oblig’d ! 
* This very-fon, this darling of your foul, 
* Would be lef dear, did I preferve him for you. 
* Your anger, your averfion fall on me! 
© You hate me more than the whole league of Greece ;* 
But I fhall leave you to your great refentments. 
Let us go, Phoenix, and appeafe the Greeks,’ 
Andr, Then, let me die! and let me go to Heétor. 
Ch. But, Madam f 
_ Jandy. What can I do more? The tyrant 
Sees my diftraétion, and infults my tears. [To Ceph, 
Behold how low you have reduced a queen ! 
Thefe eyes have feen my country laid in athes 3 
My kindred fall in war; my father flain ; ¥ 
My hufband dragg’d in his own blood; my fon 
Condemn’d to bondage, and myfelf a flave; 
“Yet, in the midft of thofe unheard-of woes, 
*Twas fome relief to find myfelf your captive ; 
And that my fon, deriv’d from ancient kings, 
Since he muft ferve, had Pyrrhus for his mafter. . 
When Priam kneel’d, the great Achilles wept : 
Lhop’d I fhould not find his: fon lefs noble, 
I thought the brave were ftill the moft compaffionate, 
Ob, do not, Sir, divide me from my child! 
If he mutt die 
Pyr. Phenix, withdraw a while. [ Ex. Phoenix, 
Rife, Madam—Yet you may. preferve your fon. 
_I find whenever I provoke your tears, 
T furnith you with arms againtt myfelf. / 
T thought my hatred fixt, before I faw you, 
Oh, turn your eyes upon me, while I fpeak ! 
And fee, if you difcover in my looks 
An angry judge, or an obdurate foe. 
Why will you force me to defert your caufe ? 
Tn your fon’s name I beg we may be friends ; 
‘ Let me entreat you to fecure his life ! aly Ltn 
® Mutt I gurn fupplianc for him ??) Think, Oh think, * 
- 39h *Tis 


. 


. § 
vy 


e 


34 THE DISTREST MOTHER 


"Tis the laft time, you both may yet be happy!) 
I know the ties I break; the foes I arm: | 
I wrong Hermione; I fend her hence; 
And.with her diadem I bind your brows, 
Confider well ; for ’tis of moment to-you ! 
Choofe to be wretched, Madain, or a queen. 
* My foul, confum’d with a whole year’s defpair, 
* Can bear no longer thefe perplexing doubts; = 
* Enough of fighs, and tears, and threats I’ve try’d 5 
“ Lknow if ’medepriv’d of you, diez 
* But, Oh, Indie, if I wait longer for you !? i 
T leave, you to your thoughts. When I return,’ 
We'll to the temple; there you'll find your fon ; 
And there be crown’d, or give him:up for ever. 5 
few. Pyrrhus. 
| Geph. I told you, Madam, that, in fpite of Greece, 
You would o’er-rule the malice of your fortune. 
Andr» Alas! Cephifa, what have I obtain’d! 
Only a poor, fhort refpite for my fon.’ of 
Ceph. You have enough approv’d your faith to He&tor ¢ 
To be reluctant ftill would be acriine, 
He would himfelf perfuade'you to:comply.). 
Andr, How wouldit thou give me Pyrrhus for a 
_ | hufband ? ; 
Ceph,. Think you, twill pleafe the ghoft of your dead 
That you, fhould.facrifice his fon ? Confider, » [hifoand, 
’ Pyrrhus once more invites you'to a throne ; ; 
Turas.all his power againft thé foes of Troy}. 
Remembers not Achilles was his father ; ? 
Retraéts his conqueit, and forgets his hatred. 
. 4dr But how can I forget it! How can E 
Forget my Hector treated with difhonoury; 
Depriv’d of funeral rites; and vilely dragg’d, 
A bloody corfe, about the walls of Troy? © 
Can I forget the good old king his father, 
Slain in my prefence; at the altar flain! | 
Which vainly, for protection, he embrac’d > 
Hait thou forgot that dreadful night, Cephifa, 
When a whole people fell? Methinks I fee + 
Pyrrhus enrag’d, and breathing vengeance, enter * 
Amidft the glare of burning palaces): : 
Z fee him hew his paffage through my brothers;, = _ 
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And, bath’d in blood, lay all my kindred waite, 
“Think, in this fcene of horror, what I fuffer’d ! 
This is the caurtfhip I receiv °d from _Pyrrhus ; 
And this the hufband thou would{t give me! No, 
We both will perifh firft! Ill ne’er confent. 
Ceph. Since you refolve Aciipacase thall die, 
Hatte to the temple, bid your fon farewel, 
Why do you Bemple, Madam ? 
Andr. O Cephifa ! 
Thou haft awaken’d all the mother in me. 
How can I bid farewel to the dear child, 
Dae pledge, the image‘of my much- lov'd. lord!” 
* Alas, I call to mind the fatal day, 
When his too-forward courage led him forth. 
To feek Achilles. 
é Ceph. Oh, the unhappy hour ! 
’Twas then Troy fell, and all her gods forfook her. 
‘ Andr. That morn, Cephifa, that ill-fated morn, 
My hufband bid thee bring Aftyanax ; 
He took him in his.arms; and, as I wept, 
My wife, my dear Andromache, faid he, 
(Heaving with ftifled fighs to fee me weep) 
What fortune may attend my arms, the gods ree 
Alone can tell. ‘To thee I give the boy ; 
Preferve him, as the token of our loves ; 
If I fhould fall, Jet him not mifs his fire - 
While thou furviv'tt ; but by thy tender care 
Let the fon fee, that thou didft love his father. 
* Ceph. And will you throw away a life fo precious ? 
* At once extirpate all the Trojan line ? 
© Andr. Inhuman king ! What has he done to fuffer > 
* If I neglect your vows, is he to blame F 
* Has he reproach’d you with his flaughter'd Kindred > 
* Can he reient thofe ills he does not know ? 
Bur, Oh! .while I:deliberate he dies. — 
No, - no, thou muft not die, while I can fave thee 5° 
Oh! let me find out Pyrrhus—Oh, Cephifa ! 
Do thou go find him. | 
Ceph. What muft I fay to hin? 
Andr, Tell him I love my fon to fuch excefs—= 
Bur doft thou think he means the child fhall die? 
‘Can love rejected turn to fo much rage ? 
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Ceph. Madam, he’ll foon be here ——Refolve on fome-’ 
Andr, Well then, affure hin— 4 ‘[ihing. 
Ceph. Madam, of your love? : 
Andr, Alas, thou know’ft it is not in my power. 
Oh, my dead lord! Oh, Priam’s royal houtfe | 
Oh, my Aftyanax ! At what a price 
Thy mother buys thee ! lene’ Us go. 
Ceph, But whither? => ' A 
And what does your unfettled Tear réfalve ; 
Andr, Come, my Cephifa, let'us go together, 
To the fad monument which I have rais’d _ at 
To Heétor’s fhade; where in their facred urn ~ 
The afhes of my hero lie inclos’d ; 
‘The dear remains, which I have-fav'd from Troy; ' 
There let me weep, there fummon to my aid, 
With pious rites, my Hector’s awful fhade ; 
Let him be witnef$ to my doubts, my fears ; 
My agonizing heart, my flowing tears ; 
Oh! may he rife in pity from his tomb, 
And fix his wretched fon’s uncertain doom. 


Enp of the Tairp Act. 


Ae Coad Vic 
Andromache, Cephifa. — 
CepHisa. . 
LEST be the tomb of Heétor, that infpires 
¢ Thefe pious thoughts: or is it Hector’s felf, 
‘ That prompts you to preferve your fon! ’Tis he » 
‘Who {till prefides o’er ruin’d Troy ; ’tis he - 
5 Who urges Pyrrhus to reftore Aftyanax. {hin 
4ndr. Pyrrhus has faid he will; and thou haft heard 
: jut now renew the oft-repeated promife. 
‘ Cepb. Already. in the tranfports of his heart, 
* He gives you up his kingdom, his allies, 
vip! thinks bimfelf o’er- ‘paid for all in you. 
¢ Andy, 1 think I may rely upon his promife: 
« And yet'my heart is over- charg’ d with grief. 
* Ceth, Why fhould you grieve ! You fee he bids defi. 
* Toall the Os 3 and to 9 protect your fon [ance 
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© Againft their rage, has plac’d his guards about him ; 
* Leaving himfelf defencelefs for his fake :° 
© But, Madam, think, the coronation pomp 
Will foon demand your prefence in the temple: 
’Tis time you lay afide thefe mourning weeds, 
© Andr, 1 will be there ; but firft would fee my fon. 
© Ceph. Madam, you need not now be anxious for himy 
’ He will be always with you, all your.own, 
Yo lavifh the whole mother’s fondnefs on him. 
What a delight to train beneath your eye, 
A fon, who grows no longer up in bondage? 
A fon, in whom a race of kings revive: 
Bat, Madam, you are fad, and wrapt in thought, 
As if you relifh’d not your’ happinefs. 
© Andr, Oh, I mutt fee my fon once more, Cephifa ! 
© Ceph, Madam, he now will be no more a. captive ; 
Your vifits may be frequent as you pleafe. 
To-motrow you may pafs the live-long day 
¢s'4ndr. To-morrow-! Oh, Cephifa!—But, nomore! | 
Cephifa, I have always found thee faithful :. 
A load of care weighs down my drooping heart. 
* Ceph. Ob! that ’twere poilible for me to eafe you. 
© Andy. 1 foon fhall exercife thy long try’d faith.— 
Mean while I do conjure thee, my Cephifa, 
Thou-take no notice of my-prefent trouble : 
And when I fhall difclofe my fecrec purpofe, 
That thou be punctual to perform my will. 
© Ceph, Madam, I have no will but yours. My life 


_n > 


ann wanna 


ale 


& 


i *¢ Is nothing, balanc’d with my love to you. 


* Andr. \ thank thee, good Cephifa, my Aftyanax 
* Will recompenfe thy friendfhip to bis mother. 


*¢ But, come; my _heart’s at eafe :'affift me now 


¢ Tochange this fable habit.’.—Yonder comes ‘4 
Hermione; Iwould not meet-her rage. > — [Evewst, 
Enter Hermione and Cleone. - 

Cleo. ‘This unexpected filence, this referve, 


‘This outward calm, this fettled frame of mind, 


After fuch’wrongs and infults, much furprize me!  / 
You, who before could not command your raze, 


~ When Pyrrhus look’d but kindly on his captive ; 
| How can you bear unmov’d, that he thould wed her ? 

Asad feat her on a throne which you fhould fill? 
; ar (Pv D 
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I fear this dreadful ftillnefs in your foul! 

’Twere better, Madam— 

Her. Have you call’d Oreftes ? 

Cleo. Madam, I have; his love is too impatient’ 
Not to obey with fpeed the welcome fummons. — 
His love-tick heart o’erlooks his unkind ufage: . 
His ardour’s ftill the fame—Madam, he’s here. - 

Enter Orettes. 

. Orefi. Ah, Madam, is it:true? Does, then, Oreftes 

At length attend you by your own commands ? 

What can I.do : 
Fer, Oreftes, do you love me? 
Oref?. What means that queftion, princefs ? Do I love 

My oaths, my perjuries, my hopes, my,fears, [you? 

My farewel, my return, all fpeak my love. 

Her. Avenge my wrongs, and I believe them all. - 

Orefi. It fhall be done—my foul has catch’d the alarm. 
~ We'll fpirit up the Greeks—DP ll Jead them. on—— . 
Your caufe thall animate our fleets and armies. 

‘Let us retum: let us not lofe a moment, 

But urge the fate of this devoted land: 

Let us depart. 

Her. No, prince, let us ftay here! 

Iwill have vengeance here—I will not carry 

This load of infamy to Greece, nor truft 

The chance of war to vindicate my wrongs. 

Ere I depart, Ill make Epirus mourn. 

If you, avenge me, let it be this infant ; 

My rage brooks no delay—Hiatte to the temple, 


Ph 
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Hafte, prince, and facrifice him. 


Ore. Whom ! 
‘Her. Why Pyrrhus, + 
Oreft. Pyrvhus! Did you-fay, Pyrrhus? ~ 
Her. You demur! loi: 
‘Oh, fly, begone! give me no time to think! 
Talk not of laws—he tramples on all laws— 
Tet me not hear him juftify’d-—away. 
Oreft. You cannot think I'll juftify. my rival. 
Madam, your love has made him criminal. 
You fhall have vengeance; I’ll have vengeance too: 
But let our hatred be profeft and open: 
Let us alarm all Greece, denounce a war; 
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Let us attack him in his ftrength, and hunt him down 

By conqueft: fhould T turn bafe affafitn, + 

would fully all the kings I reprefent. 

Her, Have Inot been difhonour’d! fet at nought ! 

Expos’dto public feorn !——and will you futfer. 

The tyrant,- who dares ufe me thus, to live? 

Know, prince, I hate him more than once I lov’d him; 

The gods alone can tell how once I lov’d him; 

Yes, the falfe perjur’d man, 1 once did love him; 

And {pite ‘of all his crimes and broken vows, 

If he thould live, I may relapfe—who knows 

But I to-mortow may forgive his wrongs ? 

Oreft. Firt let me tear him piece-meal—he fhall die. _ 

But, Madam, give me leifure to-contrive 

The place, the time, the manner of his death : 

Yet 1’m a flranger in the court’ of Pyrrhus ; 

Scarce have I fet my foot within Epirus, 

‘When you enjoin me to deftroy the prince. 

It fhall be done this very night. 

_ Her, But now, } 

This very hour, he weds Andromache ; 

 'The temple fhines with pomp} the golden throne 

Is now prepar’d ; the joyful rites begin ; -- 

My thame ts public—Oh, be fpeedy, prince! 

My wrath’s impatient—Pyrrhus lives too long? 

Intent on love, and heedlefs'of his perfon, 

He covers with his guards the Trojan boy. 

_ Now is the time; affemble all your Greeks ;. 

Mine fhall affift them ; let their fury loofe :- 

Already they regard himas a foe. 

Begone, Oreftes—kill the faithlefs tyrant : 

- My love fhall recompenfe the glorious deed. 
Oreft. Confider, Madam 
Her. You but. mock my rage ! 

I was contriving how to make you happy. 

Think you to merit by your idle fighs, — 

_ And not atteft'your love by one. brave action ? 

Go, with your boafted conitancy ! and leave 

Hermione to execute her own revenge ! 

I blufh to think how imy too eafy faith 

Has twice been baflled in one fhameful hour! 
-Oreft, Hear me but fpeak !—+you know I'll die to: 

ferve you ! Dz Her. 
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Her, Vil go myfelf: T’ll {tab him at the altar ; 

Then drive the poinard, reeking with his blood, 
Through my own heart, In death we fhall unite: 
Better to die with him, than live with you! 

Ore. That were to make him bleft ; and me more 
Madam, he dies by me :—Have youafoe, [wretched : 
And fhall I let him live ? My rival, too? 

Ere yon meridian fun declines, he dies : Bay 
And you fhall fay, that I deferve your love. 

Her. Go, prince ;. ftrike home! and leave the reft to 
Let all your fhips ftand ready for our flight. {me. 
feo. Madam, you'll perifh in this bold attempt. - 
Her, Give me my vengeance, I’m content to perith. 

J was to blame to truft it with another : Gs 
In my own hands it had been more fecure. 
Orvefles hates not Pyrrhus as I hate him: _ 
_ * I fhould have thruft the dagger home; have feen 
* The tyrant curfe me with his parting breath, 
* And roll about his dying eyes, in vain, 
* To find Andromache, whom I would hide.’ 
Oh, would Oreftes, when he gives the blow, 
Tell him he dies my victim !—Hafte, Cleone ; 
- Charge him to fay, Hermione’s refentments, 
-Not thofe of Greece, have fentenc’d him to death, 
Hafte, my Cleone! My revenge is loft, 
If Pyrrhus knows not that he dies by me! 
Cleo. I thall obey your orders—--But fee 
‘The King approach !—Who could expect him-here. 
Her, O fly! Cleone, fly! and bid Orettes 
Not to proceed a ftep before Ifee him. [Hw Cleone. 
: Enter Pyrrhus. - 
. Pyr. Madam, I ought to fhun an injur’d princefs ; 
Your diftant looks reproach me: and I come 
Not to defend, but to avow my guilt. 
Pyrrhus will ne’er approve his own injuftice ; “ 
Nor form excufes, while his heart condemns him, 
“ I might perhaps alledge, our warlike fires, : 
* Unknown to us, engag’d us to each other, 
* And join’d our hearts by contract, not by love: 
© But I deteft fuch cobweb arts, I own 
* My father’s treaty, and allow its force. 
* I fent ambaffadors to call you hither ; 
£ Receiy’d 
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© Receiv’d you as my queen ; and hop’d my oaths 
€ So oft renew’d might ripen into lowe. 
‘ The gods can witnefs, Madam, how. I fought 
* Againft Andromache’s too fatal charms ! 
© And ftill with I had the power to leave 
‘ This Trojan beauty, and be juft to you.’ 
Difchargé your anger on this perjur’d man ! 
For I abhor my crime ! and fliould be pleas’d 
To hear you fpeak your wrongs aloud; no terms 
No bitternefs of wrath, nor keen reproach, 
Will equal half the upbraidings of my heart. 
Her. I find, Sir, you can be fincere: you fcorn: 
To act your crimes with fear, like other men. 
A hero fhould be bold ; above all laws ;- 
Be bravely falfe; and laugh at folemn ties. 
To be perfidious fhews a daring mind ! 
And you have nobly triumph’d o’er a maid ! 
To court:me; to reject me; to return ; 
Then to forfake me for a Phrygian flave: _ 
To lay proud Troy in afhes ; then to raife — 
The fon of Heétor, and renounce the Greeks, 
_ Are actions worthy the great foul of Pyrrhus, . 
Pyr. Madam, go on: give your refentments birth ;: 
And pour forth all your indignation on me. 
Her. "Twould pleafe your queen, fhould I upbraid) 
_. your -falfhood ;- 
Call you perfidious, traitor, all the names 
That injur’d virgins lavifh on your fex; 
I fhould o’erflow with tears, and die with grief, 
And furnifh out a tale to foothe her pride. 
But, Sir, I would not overscharge her joys: 
If you would charm Andromache, recount - 
Your bloody battles, your exploits, your ilaughters,. 
Yonr‘great achievements, in- her father’s palace. 
- She needs muft love the man, who fought {o bravely, 
. And in her fight flew half her royal kindred. 
Pyr. With horror I look back on my patt deeds ! 
I punifh’d Helen’s wrongs too far; I fhied 
Too much of blood :. but, Madam, Helen’s daughier 
Should not objeét thofe ills the mother caus’d.. - 
However I am pleas’d to find you hate me :. 
I was too forward to accufe myfelf : 
‘Lhe inan who ne’er was lov’d, can ne'er, be falfe. 
} : D 3. x Obedience 
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Obedience to a father brought you hither ; 
And I ftood bound by promife to receive you : 
But our defires were ditierent ways inclin’d; 
And you, I own, were not oblig’d to love me. 

Her. Have I not lov’d you, then! .perfidious man ! 
For you T flighted all the Grecian princes; .. 
Forfook my father’s houfe; conceal’d my wrongs, 
When molt provok’d : would not return to Sparta, 
In hopes that time might fix your wavering heart, . 
Ilev’d you when inconftant: and even now, 
Inhuman king, that you pronounce my death, - 

My heart {till doubts, if 1 thould love, or hate you 
But, Oh, fince you refolve to wed another, ; 
Defer your crue] purpofe till to-morrow ! 

‘That I may not be here to grace your triumph! 

This is the laft requeft I e’er fhall make you 
See if the barbarous prince vouchfafes an anfwer ! 

_ Go, then, tothe lov’d Phrygian! Hence! begone ! 
And bear to her thofe vows, that once were mine: - 
- Go, in defiance to theavenging gods ! j 


Begone! the prieft expects you atthe altar —— SH 


But, tyrant, have acareF come not thither. [£w.,Her. 
Enter Phoenix. 

Phe. Sir, did you mind her threats? Your life’s in dan= 
There is no trifling with a woman’s rage. it'fgext 
The Greeks that fwarm about the court, all hate you ; 
Will treat you as their country’s enemy, - 
And join in her revenge : befides, Oreftes 
_ Still loves her to diftraction : Sir, I beg: 

Pyr. How, Phoenix, fhould I fear a woman’s threats, 
A nobler patfion takes up all my thought: ft? 

i mutt prepare to meet Andromache. 

Do thou place all my guards about her fon: | Fer iy 
Ifhe be fafe, Pyrrhus is free from fear, [a. Pyrrhus., 
ree Phenix, alone, 

Oh, Pyrrhus! Oh, what pity ’tis, the gods, 

Who fill’d thy foul with every kingly virtue, 
Form’d thee for empire and confummate greatnefs,, 
Should leave thee fo expos’d to wild defires, 

That hurry thee beyond the bounds of reafon!.. 


[4 Flourish of Trumpets, 


* Such was Achilles; generous, fierce, and brave: 


* Open and undefigning: but impatient, $ Uae ¥ 
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* Undifciplin’d, and not to be controul’d ;- 

‘ I fear this whirl of paffion, this career, 

* That over-bears reflection and cool thought; 

* I tremble forthe event!?---But fee, the queen, 

Magnificent in royal pride, appears. 

I muft obey, and guard her fon from danger. [y. Phee. 
#nter Andromache, and Cephifa. ' 

Ceph. Madam, once more you look and move a queen! 
Your forrows are difpers’d, your charms revive, 

And every faded beauty blooms anew. 

Andr, Yet allis not as I could with, Cephifa. 

Ceph, You fee the king is watchful o’er your fon ; 
Decks him with princely robes, with guards furrounds him. 
Aftyanax begins to reign already. , ; 

Andr, Pyrrhus is nobly minded: and I fain 
Would live to thank him for Aftyanax : 

Tis a vain thought However, fince my child 

Has fuch a friend, I ought not to repine. 

_ Ceph, * Thefe dark untoldings of your foul perplex me; 
_ © What meant thofe floods of tears, thofe warm embraces, 
‘ As if you bid your fon adieu for ever ?” 

For Heav’n’s fake, Madam, let me know your griefs ! 

If you miftruft my faith 

Andr, That were to wrong thee. 

Oh, my Cephifa! this gay, borrow’d air, 

This blaze of jewels, and this bridal drefs, 
Arebut mock-trappings to conceal my woe’: 

My heart ftillmourns ; I ftill am Hector’s widow. 

Ceph. Will you then break the promife giv’nto Pyrrhus; 
Blow up his rage afrefh, and blaft your hopes ? 

Andr. (thought, Cephifa, thou hadit known thy miftrefss 
Could’it thou believe I would be falfe to Hector ? 
Pall off from fuch a hufband! break his reft, 
And call him to this hated light again, 

To fee Andromache in Pyrrhus’arms? 
* Would Heétor, were he living, and I dead, 

* Forget Andromache, and wed herfoe?? , 

Ceph, I cannot guefs what drift your thoughts purfue $ 
But, Ob, I fear there’s fomething dreadful in it ! 

Mutt then Aftyanax be doom’d to die; 
And you to linger out a life in bondage? _ 

© Andr. Northis,northat, Cephifa, will I bear; 

« My 
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* My word is paft to Pyrrhus, his tome; i 
* And I rely upon hig promis’d faith. 
© Unequalas he is, I know him well: 
* Pyrrhus is violent, but he’s fincere, | 
* And will perform beyond what hé has fworn. 
© The Greeks will but incenfe hin more; their rage. 
© Will make him cherith Hector’s fon, 
Coph, Ah, Madam! 
* Explain thefe riddles to my boding heart ! ; 
* Aadr. Thou mayft remember, for thou oft haft heardme - 
* Relate the dreadful vifion, which I faw, — 
¢ When firft I landed captive in Epirus, 
‘ That very night, as in adream 1 lay, 
* A ghaftly figure, full of gaping wounds, 
‘ Hiseyes aglare, his hair all (tiff with blood, 
* Fullin my fight thrice thook his head, and groan’d 
* I foon difcern’d my flaughter’d Heétor’s fhade ; ; 
* But, Oh, how chang’d | Ye gods, how much unlike 
* The living Hector! Loud he bid me fly! + 
* Fly from Achilles’ fon! then fternly frown’d, - ; 
* And difappear’d, Struck with the dreadful found, a 
© I flarted and awak’d, oe r 
“ Ceph. But did he bid you 
© Deftroy Aftyanax? °°). > 
§ Andr. Cephila, I'll preferve him 3?) 
With my own life, Cephifa, Pl preferve him. 
* Cepb. What may theie words, fo fullof horror, meam® 
Andr. Know then the feeret purpofe of my foul : 
Andromache will not be falfe to Pyrrhus, 
Nor violate her facred love to Hector, 
This hour I'll meet the king; the holy prieit 
Shall join us, and confirm: our mutual vows : 
This will fecure a father to-my child +, | 
‘That done, I have no further ufe for Kfe : , 
This pointed dagger, this determin’d hands, Tt eh 
Shall fave my virtue, and conchidé my woes. 
* Ceph, Ah, Madam! recollect your featter'd reafon.s: 
© This fell defpair ill-fuits your prefent fortunes.” 
‘ Andr, No other firatagem can ferve my purpofe = - 
* This is the fole expedient tobe juft’ ~ 
‘ To Heétot, to Aftyanax, to Pyrrhus. 
“ I fhall foon vit Hegtor, and the fhades 
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* Of my great anceftors :’---Cephifa, thou “phd 
Wilt lenda hand to clofe thy miffrefs’ eyes. ' 
Ceph, Oh, never think that I will ftay behind you ! 
Andr, No, my Cephifa; I mutft have thee live, 
© Remember, thou didft promife to obey, 
© And to be fecret : wilt thou now betray me? 
* After thy long, thy faithful fervice, wilt thou 
© Refufe my lattcommands, my dying with? 
* Once more I do conjure thee live for me. 
* Ceph. Life is not worth my care when you are gones 
_ Aadr. I mutt commit into thy faithful hands... 
All that is dear and precious to my foul: 
‘Live, and fupply my abfence to my child ; 
All that remains of Troy ; a future progeny 
Ofheroes, and a diftant line of kings, 
In him, is all intrutted to thy care, : 
*Ceph. But, Madam, what will be the rage of Pyrrhu, 
* Defrauded of his promis’d happinefs ? : 
* Andr. That will require thy utmoft fkill ; Obferve 
¢ The firfl impetuous onfets of his grief ; 
* Ule ev’ry artifice to keep him fted fait. 
_* Sometimes with tears thou maytt difcourfe of me ; 
* Speak of our marriage ; let him think I lov’d him; 
¢ Tellhim my foul repos’d itfelfon him, 
* When I refign’d my fon to his protection.’ 
Ceph, Oh, for a fpirit to fupport my grief! 
Is there ought more before you go for ever? 
__ Andr. Oh, my Cephifa! my fwoln heart is full! 
I have a thoufand farewels to my fon: 
But tears break in !---Grief interrupts my fpeech——= 
My foul o’erflows in fondnefs Let him know 
Idy’d to fave him:---* And would die again?” ° 
Seafon his mind with early hints of glory ; 
Make him acquainted with his aneetftors ; 
‘Trace out their fhining {tory in his thoughts ; 
- Dwell on th’ exploits of his immortal father, 
And fometimes let him hear his mother’s name. 
* Let him reflect upon his royal birth 
. With modeft pride; Pyrrhus will prove a friend : 
* But let him know he has a conqueror’s right,’ 
He muft be taught to ftifle his refentments, 
And facrifice his vengeance to his fafety. 
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Should he prove headftrong, rath, or unadvis’d, 
He then will fruftrate all his mother’s virtue, 
Provéke his fate, and 1 fhall die in vain. 
_ Geph. Alas !J fear I never fhall outlive you. 
. Andr, No more :---thy tears, Cephifa, will betray me; 
Affume a chearful look; ‘but {till remember--- 

HOME [Flouri/h within. 
Hark how the trumpet, with its fprightly notes, 
Proclaims the appointed hour, and calls us hence, 
Hector, I come, once more a queen, to join thee! 
Thus the gay victim, with freth garlands crown’d. 
Pleas’d with the facred fife’s enliv’ning found, 
Through gazing crouds in folemn ftate proceeds, a 
And dreft in,fatal pomp magnificently bleeds. — [Eweust, 
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’ Hermrone alone. ; 
HAT have I done? Where am I? Where is 
. Pyrrhus? 3 met mesh 
Ye Gods! what mean thefe horrors ?---I’m undone !_ 
My foul is on the rack !~--l-cannotbear it? 
Why do I warider'hkefome guilty ghoft? 

. What brought meto this place? What keeps me here? 
The couttiof Pyrrhus has no: rooin for me ! ER 
Do I flill doubt if I fhould love or hatehim? — - 
Hard hearted man! how unconcern’d he'left me! 

Did he onee figh ? Beftow one-pitying look ? 
Once fhed a tear? _or fpeak one foft kind word? 
Did he fo much as feign one montent’s forrow. 
To calm my griefs, and mitigate his falfehood? ses 
Why am I {till thus anxious for his life? } 
Why do I ftart at his impending fate? 

‘Shall he then live ? ‘Shall the bafe traitor live 

To laugh at my diftrefs'? No, let him perifh! 

Be quick, Oreftes +—-Execute my orders ! 

_ Alas! my orders! Oh, prepofterous guilt! 

Can I decree the deathofhimI love? - 
Was it for this my foul delighted in him? 
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‘Was it for this I left my father’s court? 
Have I then crofs’d fo many realms and feas 
‘To murder, Pyrrhus? 
Enter Cleone: 
Her, Oh, Cleone, help me! 

What have Tdone? Is Pyrrhus yet alive ? 
What fay’ft thou ?---Anfwer me: Where is the king? 2 
Cleo. Madam ! I faw the. cruel prince fet forward, 

Triumphant in his looks, and full of joy. 

Stillas he walk’d his ravith’d eyes were fixt 

On the fair captive; while through thouting crowds 

She pafs’d along with a dejected air, 

And feem’d to mourn her Hector ro the laft. ‘ 
Her, Infulting tyrant! I fhall burft with rage !—~ 

But fay, Cleone, didft thou mark him well? 

Was his brow fmooth? Say, did there not appear 

Some fhade of grief; fome little cloud of forrow ? 

Did he not ftop ? Did he not once look back ? 


 Didft thou.approach him? Was he not confounded ? 


Did he not Oh, be quick and tell me all! 7 
Cleo,. Madam, the tumult of his joy admits 
No thought ue love. Unguardedhe march’d on, 
*Midft a promifcuous throng of friends and foes. 
His cares all turn u yen Aftyanax, 
Whom he has lodg’d within the citadel, if 
Defended by the firength of all his guards. ' [Oreftes # 
Hier. Enough !_-he dies !—the traitor 2 W here’s 
Cleo. He’s in the temple with his wholeretinue. 
Her, Is he ftill refolute ? Is he ftill determin’d ? 
Cleo. Madam, I fear 
Her, How!——Is Oreftes falfe ? 
Does he betray me too ? 
Cleo. A thoufand doubts 
Perplex | his foul and wound him with remorfes 
His virtue.and his love prevail by turns. 


He told me Pyrrhus fhould not fall ignobly + 


: 


Pyrrhus,, the warlike fon of great Achilles. 
He,dreads the cenfure of the Grecian ftates; 
Of all mankind ; and fears to ftain his honour. 
Her, Poor tim’rous wretch! ’tis falfe! he bafely fears 
To cope with dangers, and encounter death : 
*Tis that he fears :---Am I reat Helen’s daughter? - 
@ 


oo 
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~'To vindicate her ¥ wrongs all Greece confpir’ d; 
For her confederate nations fought, and kings were flain $- 
Troy was o’erthrown, and a whole empire fell. 
My eyes want force to'raife alover’sarm = 
_Againft a tyrant that has dar’d'to wrong me. ae: 
Cleo. Madam, like Helen, trutt your: ‘caufe to Greece. 
Her. No; rll avenge myfelf; I’ll to: Re tem ple; 
T’ll overturn the altar, {tab the prieft: - 
Tl hurl deftruGion like a whirlwind row | ine ! ! 
They mutt not wed! they muft not live? as fall not ! 
Let me be gone! I have no time to lofe 
Stand off! hold me not! Iam all diftraGtion! 
Oh, Eape !. Tyrant! Traitor’? Thou fhalt bleeds 
Enter Oreftess?* * 
Ore. Madam, ’tis done ; your-orders are obey ‘dt 
The tyrant lies expiring at the altar. 
Her. 1s Pyrrhus-flam ? 
Oref. Even now he gafpsin death : 

. Our Greeks, all undiftinguith’d in the crowd, 
Fiock’d to'the temple, and difpers’d themfelves ob 3% ot as 
On every fide the altar. I was there; | AES 
Pyrrhus obferv’d me witha haughty: eye, - a 
And, proud to triumph over Greece inmey: 9 _ 4 


From his own brows he took the diadeny « 
And bound it on the temples of his captives yl 
Receive, faid he, my crown 3. receive my. faith wah 
Mine and-my- people’ s fovereign reign for ever, 7) & 
From this bleft hour, a father to’ your fon ; Sail 3 
I'll {courge his foes: henceforward be he ‘ftyVa 
The Trojan king ; ‘ I fwear it at the saltar, 
‘ And call the gods to ratify my vows.’ a 
His fubjeéts wit ith loud acclamations fhook 
The fpacious dome. Our Greeks, enrag’d, cried out, 4 
. Revenge! Revenge! broke thro’ the thronging prefs, : 
“Andruth’d tumultuous on the unguarded king, 
_ £ Their eager fury leftno work forme.” 
Pyrrhus a-while oppos’d their clafhing {words, 
” And dealt his fatal blows on ev’ry fide 
With manly fiercenefs ; till oppreft by numbers, 
Streaming with blood, all over gafh’d with wounds, 
He reel’ d, he groan’d, and atthe altar fell. 
Hafte, Madam} 3 let us Ay! ! Hafte to our aa! ! 
‘4 
, 
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They lie unmoor’d: our friends attend us there 
Her, What have they done! : 
-Oref. Madam, forgive their rage. : 
I own your vengeanee had been more compleat, : 
Had Pyrrhus fall’n by me, and had he known 
Hermione. chattis’d him by my arm. 
- Her. Peace, monfter, peace! Go tell thy horrid tale 
Tofavages, and howl it in the deferts. 
Would’it thou impute to me thy barb’rous guilt ? 
Me would’ft thou make th’ accomplice of thy crimes ? 
Hence to thy Greeks, and boaft thy foul exploits! 
My foul abhors them! J difclaimthedeed! __ 
Begone! I know thee not! Thou fell barbarian! 
What had he dohe ?. What could provoke thy madnefs. 
To affailinate fo great, fo brave a man? ; 
Who fet thee on: 
Oreff. Oh, grant me patience, ‘heav’n ! 
With your own lips did you not curfe the tyrant, 
Pronounce his death, and urge me to deftroy him ? 
’ Her. What if, tranfported by my boundlefs patfion, 
I could not bear to fee him wed another, 
‘Were you to obey a jealous woman’s phrenzy?- 
You fhould have div’d into my inmoft thoughts : 
My heart, tho’ full of rage, was.free from malice ; 
And all my anger was. excefs of love. 
Why did you take me at my word? You faw 
The firuggles of my foul ;_ you heard me rave ; 
You fhould have queftion’d me a thoufand times, 
Yet ftill have-doubted, and {till queftion’d on, ' 
Before you ventur’d on a life fo precious. [will-<» 
Ore. Hear me but fpeak: Heay’n knows, againft. my 
Her. Why didyou not return? Why notconfult me 
A fecond time ? And, undetermin’d ftill, 
Again return, and fill find new delays ? 
What had your rah officious Greeks, dire blood-hounds! 
To do with my revenge? What drew you hither ? 
To bring on me the vengeful woes that haunt you? 
Are thefe the fruits of your detefted love? 
Your fatal embafly,: your hateful prefence, 
Drove Pyrrhus to my ‘rival; and deftroys 
Both him and me, . He might havelov’d me ftill, 
Had you ne’er interpos’d4——Avaunt! Begone! 
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And leave me in Epirus. I renounce 


My friends, my country, Greece, and all mankind: ~~ * 
But chiefly I renounce thee ! monfter, thee? [Bxite- 
Oreft. Am 1 awake? Where am 1? Soft, my foul ; 
Be not too rath. ——Was that Hermione? 
Why fhould her anger thunder againit me ? 
‘Was not this blood thed all by her command P——= 
Iam, indeed, 4 moft-outrageous moniter! y 
A ruffian, murderer, a bafe aflaffin ! ri oe 
And all to pleafe'a falfe, ungrateful woman. 
Henceforward ler the laws of nations ceafe + 
And let the pale, that fevers right and wrong, 
Things facred and profane, be broken down ;: 
Gods in their temples, kings upon their thrones, 
Are not in fafety, while Oreftes lives. 
Oh, never more thall my torn mind be heal’d, 
Nor tafte the gentle comforts of repofe ! 
"A dreadful band of gloomy cares furround me, — 
And lay ftrong fiege to my diftracted foul: 
' Enter Pylades, attended by Greeks. \* 
Pyl. Hafte, prince; let us be gone: _*cis death to flay. 
Andromache reigns queen’: fhe gives the alarm, 
And vows revenge upon the foes of Pyrrhus. » 
The people arm and mufter in the flreets : 
Our Greeks will not be able long to guard 
The palace gates, and to fecure our flight, 
We mutt be fpeedy, Sir. | 
Oref. You may depart, 
My friends ———Hermione and I remain 
Her cruelty has quite undone me !—--* Go 
* And leave me to myfelf——I’ll find her out.’ 
Pyl. Alas, unhappy princefs ! fhe’s no more; 
* Forget her, Sir, and fave yourfelfwith us.” 
Oref. Hermione no more !---Oh, all ye powers ! 
Pyl. Full of diforder, wildnefs in her looks, 
With hands expanded, and dithevell’d hair, 
Breathlefs and pale, with fhrieks fhe fought the temple ; 
In the mid-way the met the corps of Pyrrhis; . 
Ghe ftartled at the fight; then, {tiff with horror, 
Gaz’d frightful: waken’d irom the dire amaze, | 
She rais’d her eyes to heav’n with fuch a look 
As fpoke her forrows, and reproach’d the: godé': 
oad = ; Then 
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Then plung’da poniard deep within her breaft, 
And:fell on Pyrrhus, grafping. him in death. 
Oreff. I. thank you, gods---I never could expect 
To be fo wretched--= You have-been induitrious © 
To finith your decrees ; to make Oreftes: 
A dreadful inftance of your powerto punifh. 
I’m fingled out to bear the wrath of heav’n. 
Pyl. You hazard your retreat by thefe delays, 
The guards will foom befet us. Your sass 
Are vain, and may be’ fatal.- 
Ore. True, my friend: . | 
And therefore ’twas I thank’d the ponies godse. 
My fate’s accomplifh’d---I-thall die content. - 
Oh, bear me hence--- blow, winds!+-- > 
Pyl, Letus’be gone.. 
Oreft. The murder’d lovers wait me---Hark, they call! 
Nay, if your blood-fiill reeks, Tl hi wai mine; 
‘One tomb will hold us-all. 
-__ Pyl. Alas! 1 fear: : 
His ravings will return:with his misfornmes. [ sore 
Oreft. Lamdizzy !---Clouds!---Quite loft in utter dark= 
Guide me, fome friendly pilot, through the {torm. 
I fhiver! Oh, I freeze! So :— ~Light returns ; 
*Tis the grey dawn- See, Pylade:' .~-~Behold ! 
Tam encompafs’d with a fea of blood. 
The crimfon billows !--~Oh ! omy Disin ee 
Py/, How is it, Sir Seared se yourfelf< : 
Orefts Pyrrhus, ftand of! ~~ What would a Sete 
How he glares !: 
What envious hand has clos’d thy orasicale Pe--h 
It is Hermione that itrikes Confufion ! {tar 
She catches Pyirhus in herarms.-—-Oh, fave me! : 
How testible the looks | She knits her brov | 
She frowns'me dead! She: frights me into yyy ay 
Where am 1?---Whoareyou? 3 
Pyl, Alas, poor prince !, wOKS 
* Help. to fupport him.---How re wate fsb rare bed ergy 
Org. This is moft kind, my-Pylades---Oh, whyys 
Why was I born to give thee endlefs trouble ? 
Pyl, All will go well; he fetties into reafon, 
Oreft. Who talks of reafon? Better to have none” 
VP han not efough,---Run, fome one, tellmy Greeky 
E 2 I will 
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‘I will not have them touch:the king.---Now---now 
I blaze again !---See:there !---Look where they come >: 
A shoal of furies---How they fwarm about me! --- 
My terror!---Hide me !---Oh, their fnaky locks ! 
Hark, how they hifs !---See, fee their flaming brands ! 
Now they let.drive:full at me !---How they grin, — 
And fhake their iron whips !---My ears! what yelling 
And fee, Hermione!——the fets them on: 
Thruft not your {corpions thus into my bofom ! 
Oh!---I am {tung to death !--.Difpatch me foon ! 
There---Take my heart, Hermione !---Tear it out ! 
Disjoint me! killme! (Qh, my tortur'd foul! —— ‘ 
Py/, Kind heav'n veftore: him to his: wonted calm ! 
Oft have I feen him rave: but never thus: 
Quite fpent!—Affift me, friends, tobear him off. 
Our time is fhort:. fhould his ftrong rage return, . 
’Twould be beyond our powerto force him hence, 
Away, my friends! I hear the portal open. [Bay 
. Enter Pheenix, attended by Guards. 
Phen, All, allare fled !—Oreftes is not here——= 
Triumphant villains !———The bafe, giddy rabble, 
Whofe hands fhould all. have been employ’d with fire, 
To wafte the fleet, flock’d round the dying princefs ; 
And,. while they fland.agaze, the Greeks embark, 
Oh, ’tis too plain! ——this facrilegious murder 
Was avthoriz’d,.—- Th’ ambaffador’s efcape 
Declares his guilt.—-— Mott bloody embatly! 
Moft unexampled deed !---Where, where, ye gods, 
Is majefty fecure, if in your temples 
You give it no protection !---See the queen. 
ay ' [A Flourifh of Trumpets, 
Enter Andromache aud Cephifa. 
Andr. Yes, yeinhuman Greeks! the time will come 
When you fhall dearly pay your bloody deeds ! 
How fhould the Trojans hope for mercy from you, 
When thus you turn your impious rage on Pyrrhus ; 
Pyrrhus, the brave man in.all your league; 
The man whofe fingle valour made you triumph.” 
oi LA dead March behinds 
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Ts my child there? —— 
Ceph, It is the corps of Pyrrhus. fal 
The weeping feldiers bear him’ on their shields, 
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Andr. Vl-fated prince! too negligent of life; 
And too unwary of the faithlefs Greeks! 
Cut off in the frefh rip’ning g prime’ of manhood, 
Even in the pride of life: thy, triumphs mew, ia. 
And all thy glori ies in full boffom round thee! 
Thévery Trojans-would bewaif thy faté. ~ 9” 
Ceph. Alas, then, will your forrows never end!- 
Andr, Oh, never, never ! While T live, my tears 
Will never eeate! for I was born to gtieve. 
Give prefent orders for the fun’ral: te MG mae oP heen'y » 
Let him be rob’d i in all his regal ftate ; ’ 5 
Place round him ev’ry fhining mark of honowrt”’ 
And let the pile, that confecrate$ his afhes, ge ae 
Rife like his fame, and blaze above thé clouds. =" * 
©" (A Plourife of Trumpets. - 
Ceph, That found proclaims th’ arrival of the prince, © 
The guards conduc him from the: citadel. * a 
Andre With open arms Til'meet Blin 20h) cathy 
Afpringing joy, mixt with'a foft concern, 
A pleature which no language can exprefs, Aa eres 
An extacy that mothers only feel, ~ p eestatet’ | 
Plays round my heart, and’ brightens up my: forrow, Beat 
Like gleams of funthife in a low’ ring er SF es 4 
Though plung’d in ills, andexercis’d in ‘care,  !° | 
Yet never let the-noble mind defpair:’ shale Rabat 
When preft by dangers and: befet with foes, athe 
The gods their timely fuceour interpofe ; reek 
And when our virtue finks, o’erwhelm’d with grief, uae 
By unforefeen expedients brings relief.” ap 
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BiBi diy Qu oaF ear 
Written by Mr, Budgell of the Inner Temple, 
Spoken by AnpRromacne. 


[Be you ll oun, that with becoming art, / 
Pve play'd my game, and topp'd the widows part, 
My [poufe, poor man, could not live out te play, 
But dy'd commodioufly on wedding-day = 
While f, his relidl, made at one bold fling, 
Myfelf a princefs, and young Sty a king. 
You, ladies, who-protrad a lover's pain, 
And bear your fervants figh wholeyears in vain; 
Which of you all mould not on marriage venture, 
_ Might jhe fo fooy,upon her jointure enter ? 


"Twas a range {cape ! had Pyrrhus liv’d till now - 


I bad been finely hamper'din my vow. 
Yo die by one’s own hand, and fly the charms, 
Of lowe and life in a young monarch’s arms f 
*Lwere an bard fate——ere I had undergone it, 
I might have took one night to think upon ite 
_ But why, you'll fay, was all this grief expreft 
For a firft bufoand, laid long fince at ref ? , 
Why fo much coldncfs to ny kind protedor ? : 
Ah, ladies! had you known the good man He@or 
| Homer will tell.you, (or Pa mifinform’d, ) re 
That, when enrag’d, the Grecian camp be flormdy 
To break the ten-fold barriers of the gate, 
He threw a flone of fuch prodizions weight ° 
As no two men could lift, not even of thofe, 
ha in that age of thund@ ring mortals rofe : 

Ata von. Awain’d a dozen modern beaux. 
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Take, then, yé circies.uf )> >» ave and fair; 


The fatherlefs and widow fo your care, 
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